Who Love @ % 
television 


Lady Penelope in “Adventure in Bereznik" 5 


FAB Club 12 


Davy Jones 23 
Lady Penelope In "Himalayan Terror” 24 
Marina in “The Menace of the Weed” 28 
The Biography of "Nosey" Parker 32 
Perils of Parker _ a 
‘Graphology—The Tracys’ Write Character’ "36 
The Secrets of Creighton-Ward Mansion =. 
Man From U.N.C.LE. in “Caribbean Caper” i 
Mike Nesmith § E Sor 49 
Girl From U.N.C.L.E. in “Hairstyle by TH.R.U.S.H." 50 
Lady Penelope in ‘The Million Pound Lipstick” 54 
Jenny Ware in “An Old-Fashioned Christmas” $8 
Parlip of Parker. = = 62 
FAB Club woe < 66 
Crelghton-Ward “Night of Sinpneas 70 
Lady Penelope in‘ The Active Pharaoh” 74 
Daktari Ree See oe se 


‘What Did That Dog Say?’ a2 


Micky Dolenz 85 


“Lady Penelope Versus the Fox’ 


T NELOPE 
Lic AT IE OF AN 
OLP FRIEND. 


7 ACCEPT. 
YOUR OFFER, 
MET LIMGAN. 
BEREZME 
CU seINATED Jy 
LONDON MAGAZINE "STYLE" ME! v 
DY PENELOPE TO 7 f 
TICLES 


(GOOD! MUST KEEP 
MICTER LIMEOLN you EVES AND 
(OTHING. EARS OPEN, PENNY. 
ECRET YOU SHOULD HAVE 
E GAC 2 L NO TROUBLE, BUT 
GENERAL! \ WET IN CASE. 


in ar 1 


LATE! LONDON AIRPORT. — IN Abee THAN AN HOUR 


ieee PARKER ARE IN BEREZNIK. 


WELL, MERE 
WE ARE, PARKER. 


NOT EXACT 
(GEESE, JOKING 
PLACE! 


[HIDVEN EYES WATCH THEIR AREIVAL... my THEIR, SEREZNIK GH 
—s 


eS YOU Wil ZOME 
7D FEEL % WITH Me, LADY PENELOPE, 
WHE CEE y 4B /2 WAITING 
BAEK IN GOOP 
SL" LONDON, 
MLADY! 


af INTHE ZECEPTION RZOM ZF LADY A FEW BLOCKS 
\ PENELOPE'S SUITE SHE IC WATCHED Away. 


THROUGH A TWO-WAY MIRROR. 


NOTHING TO REPORT 
50 FAR COLONEL 
<3 SLOEK: 
ae 


STRANGE. 
EVER SINCE 
WEVE ARRIVED Lo”) 


KEEP WATCHING HER! 

IE MORE THAN A COINCIDENCE 

THAT THis LADY PENELOPE STAYS 

AT Tile SAME HOTEL AS A SUEPEDTED 
WORLD GOVERNMENT AGENT ( 


THAT EVENING, 
ADY, PENE! 
SEES A 


Site Covina: 
i i i | 
- 0000) 

7 ‘AM So SORRY! 


QUIEKEIIVER.... THATS THE 
OLE WEEP USED BY WAP 
NU GOUELNVMENT AGENTE 


RU\CKSILVE® 


AFTER DINNER... 


GOODNIGHT, PARKER. 
HEHWEA BUBY BAY TOMORROW, 
HS 7 ACVISE YOU TO HAVE AN EARLY | AYA, MY FRIEND 
A" MGT, TOOL THE WialTER / 


STARTLED, (. NN | 
“ALY ARS i 
PENELOPE ? i “4 
BS. d 
Bigg 
ee) 
ras 


= 


IVE BEEN TRYING ae 

70 LEMDWE THE, Ne, 

DRINK STAIN! “qi, 

f\ HES G, 
SWEPIMAEL \\ Ni 


2 
BS ‘re eg Wh 


7M BOB EWMIN, SECTION FIVE. 
WOE DOENMENE ce WWE DISCOVERED THE 
THEYRE ONTO ME, 60 THERE'S TE) OF LOCTOR MERES A, 
NOT AUCH TIME! SAR, A PHOTOERAPH OF 
aia QOLTAR FELIX. AN 


60 AHEAD, ; 
Mier hia. 


THE LIFT RETURNS TO 
THE GROUND FLOOR. 


SF 


CADY PENELOPE EXPLAIN. 
Ad THEY SLIP SUT =| [ 
UN- NOTICED BOwt 
FIRE-EacA 


AFRAID 
VW STWES “FASHION . \ > 
Gor hinge 7 ENDS \ 
L. MTA ANYTHI j 
He Eee. 70 ESCAPE / | 
MEET ME OU TEN at 
A gore * A 7HE WAITER, ti} 
MINGTES, PARKER! § e 
| Al i] 


THE WIELD GOVERNME) 
AGENT SAID LOCTO? 
FELUK Pas BEING 
FORCED TO WOK. 


” THEE 
youre 
ANEWER! 


LO0K THe 


(E <AME Ve 
TOME, MLAPY! fp ZA 


ToC 


TENE 
DOBTOR FELIX IS. 
ALONI Ci 


NOT 
IS. 


VES, PARKER. 
WELL FOLLOW HMA, 


\ 207 NO MORE ACCIDENTS, 
PLEASE! 


 cacroe. 


yOu" Zi 
WITH FRIENDS! fp 


AN AMBULANCE IS, 
MOMENTARILY LEFT 
| UNATTENDED. 


THEY'RE 
ON 70 ws, 


aw 
Y rake couse 


W THE BARLEY 
FIELDS 


NOW... LETC SEE 
HOW ALERT THE WORLD 
GOVERNMENT'S SPECIAL 

BORDER UNTIE! 


THE MESSAGE 
I FLASHED ON 


/ SEND YOU 
70 BEREZNIK: 
FOR A FASHION 
STORY, AND WHAT 
201 GET..P fe 


SUREY! ( HAVE THE STO} 
LTE VEAEMND EAN 


@LESS. THE GENERAL 
THEYRE ALMOGTAS 
AS’ DUEKAS. 
INTERNATIONAL 
RESCUE! 


‘y 
Gem With a Jynx 


... it was stolen from the eye of a 
Burmese idol and sold to Louis XIV 
of France. The King's minister 
borrowed it... and was sent to jail 
for life. Then Marie Antoinette wore 
the jewel: she was guillotined and 
her best friend, Princess de Lam- 
belle, who had also worn it, was 
killed by a mob in Paris. The 
diamond passed into the family of 
Lord Francis Hope. His wife left 
him soon _after—and blamed the 
diamond! The stone was sold to a 
New York dealer, but by this time 
the diamond had such a_ bad 
reputation that he couldn't find a 
buyer. He went bankrupt and killed 
himself. Eventually a French broker 
bought the gem—and soon after he 
went mad... and he too killed him- 
self! The diamond passed to a 
Russian Prince. He lent it to a 
beautiful actress to wear at the 
Folies Bergére .,, and then shot her 
from a box in the theatre. The next 
day, he was killed by a mob for 
political reasons. The stone was 
sold to a Greek jeweller. He fell off 
a cliff. Next buyer, an Arab leader, 
lost his kingdom. Then the gem 
went to a Turk. Five months later the 
ship on which he was travelling 
sank. It .was then bought by an 
American for £60,000. Within a year 
his mother had died and his 10-year- 
old son was killed by a motor-car. 
Finally it was donated to a Washing- 
ton Museum where it now lies. 
Incidentally, FAB Agents, the stone 
is called the Hope Diamond! 


How to Gatch a Cold 
Without Really Trying! 


The hest place for this is the Cold 
Research Unit at Salisbury. Volun- 
teers are always required. They stay 
for ten days at the unit. Food and 


lodging is free . . . and there is 3s. 
pocket money per day. Nearly 
everyone enjoys their stay and 


thinks its worth the risk of catching 
a cold. 

In China, however, to prevent 
catching a cold, a famous bandit, 
Yang Kua Chang, used to make the 
plumpest women in his harem stand 
around him to give shelter from 
draughts. 


New Year 
Resolutions 


Here’s a crash 


—once 


sweets; hugging the fire 
become fire- 
scorched, you'll be stuck with 


Things to Make for Christmas 


But I don’t want to be a Beauty Queen like 
Sis—I want to be a sheet metal worker! 


. .. make a regular habit of 
taking drinks of plain hot 
water—purifies system and 
keeps skin clear; Milk of 


beauty programme 
to put into operation 
NOW! Copy this 
chart out, pin on 
your bedroom wall, 
and try it for three 
weeks. 


them till summer; too much 
telly... causes eye-strain and 
pale face; nail-biting—if you 
find it difficult to stop right 
away, select two fingers on 
your right hand for beauty 
purposes—leaving the rest 
free for ‘gnawing purposes’. 
Gradually as the two improve, 
add two more for treatment. 
Avoid over-washing your hair 
—if you shampoo more than 
once a week, lay off for a 
fortnight. Gives your hair 
a rest—experiment with 
bunches and pleats, if it gets 
straggly before times up. 


Magnesia does wonders for 
acid complexion. Massage 
face briskly every morning to 
tone up circulation, using 
good soap. An invigorating 
walk every day. Take a long 
look at your wardrobe, colour- 
matching all your tops and 
skirts; vaseline on eye-lashes 
every night helps them grow. 


Short of cash? Who isn’t at 
this time of the year—butdon't 
despair. There are hundreds 
of things you can make very 
cheaply and easily. Here are 
a few ideas. .. . 


PAPER FLOWERS 

All you need is glue, some 
colourful tissue paper (from 
stationers—about 2d. a sheet) 
a pair of scissors, and a bit of 
imagination, Cut up the tissue 
paper into 8 in. squares (bigger 
if you want larger flowers). Fold 
in half, and in half again. Draw 
lightly in pencil the flower shape 


was absolutely necessary because people 
At the end of the 18th century, aGerman 
chemist called Farina, devised a perfume 


rarely bathed, and the streets were used 


like rubbish dumps. 
perfume was the sensation of the day, and 


luxury—but up until the last century, it 
which he named Eau de Cologne! The 


Nowadays perfume is considered a 


fashionable women from all over Europe 


flocked to Cologne to buy it. 


indicated in the diagram and cut 
round. Do this with all your 
squares, and then unfold them. 
You can then secure several 
flower patterns onto each other 
by sticking the centres together 
with glue. For a final touch, a 
sequin sown through the middle, 


29GP CIO7OF 


FOLDED EDGE 


..who 


were then able to advertise their perfume: 


Undaunted, the other chemists combed 
the country for distant relatives of Farina. 


however, 


business rivals, 


realising that they were missing out on a 
“The original, one-and-only Eau 


In a fury, Farina then labelled his 


Farina’s 


good thing—copied the formula and sold 
‘Tramps and beggars thronged to Cologne 
—all claiming to be long-lost cousins. 


their own ‘Eau de Cologne’. 
Many were employed by the firms . 


de Cologne—as devised by Farin: 


phials: 


or the edges dusted with sparkle. 
You can then attach these to the 
Christmas tree, or make a 
‘flower arrangement’ by attach- 
ing the heads of the flowers to 
ordinary drinking straws for 
stalks, and mixing them with 
evergreens, honesty, bullrushes 
and any wild flowers which have 
gone to seed. 


one-and-only Eau de 


Cologne—as devised by Farina’! 
. at the end of the 18th century, a 


. . when the fabulous tomb of King 
noblewoman called Madame Tallien 


Tutankhamen of Egypt was discovered by 


You can’t win, can you? 
Here are some other little-known scent 


favoured baths with crushed strawberries 


before, still produced a pleasant aroma! 
and raspberries. 


archaeologists, ancient phials of perfume 
which had been put there 3,000 years 


‘The original, 


2 
Bis 
& 


POTATO HEDGEHOG 

You need: 

One large flatish potato. 

One Iong slim red candle. 
Sprigs of evergreen. Holly, ivy, 
fir, privet, mistletoe. 

To make: 

Pierce holes all over the potato 
with a meat skewer. Cut one 
hole much larger, in the centre, 
for the candle. Place the candle 
firmly in the centre-hole, and 
stick the assorted sprigs of 
evergreen around the candle. 
When you have finished, you 
should not be able to see any of 
the potato showing through. 
There is enough moisture in the 
potato to provide drinking water 
for the evergreens, so they will 
not wilt and die. 


he was ordering 


« Mary Antoinette ordered all the 
ladies of her court to wear a different 
perfumed gloves and dozens of flacons of 


perfume for each day of the week. 
.. and a month before Napoleon’s 


.. in England, however, a law was 
passed in 1770 decreeing that all women 


witches. (Rather unfair, considering that 
the men who passed these laws all wore 
waist length powdered wigs!) 


found wearing perfume or any other 
artificial cosmetics, should be tried as 


perfume (he used over 60 bottles a month). 


defeat at Waterloo, 
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CAPRICORN Dec 21-Jdan 19 


Like your sign the Goat, 
you're a great one for dashing 
madly around, butting all 
tiresome problems impatient- 
ly aside. If you like something 
you love it, but if you hate 
something you loathe it. 
Raving over people you 
admire, ignoring those you 
dislike. 

BOYFRIEND-WISE: 

Taurus 


Virgo 

LUCKY COLOUR: 
Turquoise 

LUCKY STRIKE: 

Lead 

STAR: 

Scott of the Walker Brothers 


AQUARIUS Jan 20-Feb 18 


buil 
and not a practical thought 
in your head. A scatter- 
brain! Sometimes a lonely 
soul, preferring to drift 
along and dream, rather 
than join in the fun with 
your friends. 
BOYFRIEND-WISE: 
Libra 

Gemini 

LUCKY COLOUR: 

Green 

LUCKY STRIKE: 
Uranium 

STAR: 

Gene Pitney 


PISCES Feb 19-March 20 
Adored by everyone, you're 
the world's best friend. Kind- 
ness is your middle name, 


and you'd give your last 


ARIES March 21-April 19 

As mad as a March hare, 
and as stubborn as a Ram, 
that’s you. You have crazy 
way-out ideas that you're 
sure will be a tremendous 


penny away to help someone 
else. Watch out, though, as 
you are inclined to be naive, 
and be taken in by un- 
scrupulous blackguards! 


BOYFRIEND-WISE: 


hit. You'll let nothing stand 
in your way, driving your 
friends to exasperation. A 
bit irresponsible, too! 


BOYFRIEND-WISE: 


Cancer Leo 
Scorpio Sagittarius 

LUCKY COLOUR: LUCKY COLOUR: 
Sky Blue Red 

LUCKY STRIKE: LUCKY STRIKE: 
Tin Iron 

STAR: STAR: 

Paul Jones Hayley Mills 


@ PLEASE TURN THE PAGE 


You need: 


One small log, about 2 in. thick 
by 6 in. long. 
A selection of dead leaves, 
holly and ivy. 


Three medium size gold balls. 
(Obtainable at Woolworth.) 
Smallest size tin of gold paint. 
(Obtainable at Woolworth.) 
Glue. 

Three pins. 

To make: 

First paint the dead leaves with 
gold paint, and allow to dry. Do 
not paint the holly or ivy leaves. 
Bang in the three pins in an 
up-side-down ‘V' shape in the 
centre of the log. Hang the three 


TAURUS 


TAURUS April 20-May 20 
Just like the Bull, your zodiac 
sign, you have a quick and 
fiery temper. It's better to keep 
out of the way when you're 
ranting and raging. Once you 
have made up your mind, 
nobody can convince you other- 
wise—even if you are proved 
wrong! 

BOYFRIEND-WISE: 

Virgo 

Capricorn 

LUCKY COLOUR: 

Green 

LUCKY STRIKE: 

Copper 


STAR: 
David Jacobs 


gold balls on these pins. Arrange 
the leaves prettily on the log and 
then stick down with glue. Allow 
to dry thoroughly. Now you have 
a lovely Christmas decoration to 
put on the window sill or mantel- 
piece. 


You need: 

A length of stiff wire. 

Some thin wire. 

A length of red ribbon, 2 in. by 
12 in. 

Evergreen shrubs. Eg. Holly, ivy, 
privet, fir, yew, mistletoe. 

To make: 

Make the stiff wire into a circle 
and twist the two ends firmly 
together. Twine the evergreen 
sprays around this wire ring, 
securing with the thin wire. 


Knot the ribbon to the wire and 
tie in a big bow. Now hang the 
evergreen ring, bow up on the 
top, on your front door knocker, 
and see how gay it looks. 


GEMINI May 21-June 20 
You could talk the hind legs 
off a donkey! Brilliant in 
an argument, running rings 
round your friends, though 
rather inclined to exaggerate 
wildly, contradict yourself 
and make up a few points! 
Fabulous to be with, as 
you've always something to 
say. 

BOYFRIEND-WISE: 
Aquarius 

Libra 

LUCKY COLOUR: 

Yellow 

LUCKY STRIKE: 
Quicksilver 

STAR: 

Cilla Black 


Here’s a quick.test to see just how,you stand 
up to.stress. You may ‘think you'll be great 


in a crisis, but crises come in many minor 
forms every day. So face up to yourself, read 
the quiz, score as you go—and, be honest! 


Ja 


CANCER June 21-July 22 
You're the emotional type, 
feeling very deeply and sensi- 
tively about things, and loving 
all rare and precious objects. 
And like many artists, you're 
rather a shy person preferring 
to keep quiet rather than speak 
out boldly in any arguments. 


BOYFRIEND-WISE: 
Pisces 

Scorpio 

LUCKY COLOUR: 
White 


LUCKY STRIKE: 
Silver 


STAR: 
Ringo Starr 


LEO July 23-Aug 22 
Like the lion, you are bold 
and proud. A born leader, 
sticking up for all that’s righ 
and strongly denouncing 
all that’s wrong. Often an 
athletic type, loving all the 
energetic out-door sports, 
and being very good at then 
too. 


BOYFRIEND-WISE: 
Aries 

Sagittarius 

LUCKY COLOUR: 
Orange 

LUCKY STRIKE: 
Gold 

STAR: 

Mick Jagger 


g a rathér nervous aunt 
in the process of pouring tea 
When you notice a mouse behind her 
chair. Would you... 

(a) Keeprquiet and hope it goes aways 
(b) Pretend you've got pins and needles 
in your foot and stamp about to make it 
go away. 

(c) Scream, 

(d) Say ‘Ahh, how-sweet, there's aldear 
little mouse behind|your chair,"imayvery 
soothing voice? 


2. Your paténts have gone/out andileft 
you ingéharge of the house. The iron 
is burning the ironing board, the mill 

boiling over. on the stove, the cat 
miaowing to be let out and there's ating 
at the doorbell. Which thing would you 


deal with first... 
(a) The cat. ..(b) The milk, 
(c) The iron. (d) The door? 


3. You aré’ out shopping in a largish 
fown ten miles from your home town 
when you notice that your skirt hem has 
come down, Would you... 

(a) Buy/some sellotape and stick the 
hem up in the cloakroom of a large store. 
(6) Ignore it: 

(c) Unpick it all and,hoist your skirt up 
at the waist. 

(a), Wait until dark so that you can get 
home unnoticed ? 


4. You are sitting on the bus when you 
drop a-penny, which. rolls along the 
floor under.soméone's seat. This person 
picks it up and pockets it. Would you... 
(a) Ask them for i 

(b)Search very obviously round their 
legs. 

(e) Try not to think about it. 

(d) Tell the bus conductor? 


5, A teacher you dislike at 

a false bun, and one day 

notice that it is about to d 
you... 

(a)-SitBaralysed with sile! 

(by Put your hand up and 


eof paper and hand it 
Sitting ext to you so that 
the teacher_ 
(d) Think about somethin 


=> 
6.-Youvare Bt a friend's house and 
have both) been dressing up ig 
mother's clothes. Your friend d 

for a few minutes and 
discovers you standi 

dfessaShie tells you t 

Would you... 

(@), Cry. 

(by Go home and 

apologising and 

Happened. 

(c) Tell herit’s her 
thatishejenticed yo! 

(@) Say nothing, ju 


a power cut and all 
out. There aren’t an: 
but you know that 
home in’an hour. 


wax flowers. 
(a) Run toa friend’ 


8. You are having a 
when a button flie: 
landsinsomebody': 
(a) Rush out to the 
(b) Go up and apolog 


HSIN LAA ITI VIGHIVIGAIVSSVSSGIIVISIHHVGILG 


VIRGO 


LIBRA 


vy, 


VIRGO Aug 23-Sept 21 
Patience should be your 
second name! You're cool, 
calmand collected taking every- 
thing in your stride. Puzzling 
out and solving all problems 
you are another Sherlock 
Holmes! An ideal friend to 
have, as you never get flustered 
in a tricky situation. 


BOYFRIEND-WISE: 
Taurus 

Capricorn 

LUCKY COLOUR: 
Grey 

LUCKY STRIKE: 
Mercury 


STAR: 
Sean Connery 
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LIBRA Sept 22-Oct 21 
Influenced by your sign the 
Scales, you like to ponder 
deeply on things weighing 
them up in your mind before 
coming to any conclusion. 
You hate making snap 
decisions, because you 
always want to do what is 
best and fair. 


BOYFRIEND-WISE: 
Aquarius 
Gemini 


LUCKY COLOUR: 
Rose 

LUCKY STRIKE: 
Copper 


STAR: 
Jimmy Saville 


SCORPIO Oct 22-Nov 20 
You're loaded with dynamite— 
with a red hot temper that can 
erupt, like an angry volcano. 
You hate being told by inter- 
fering busy-bodies what and 
how to do things. You always 
think you are right—and most 
times you are too! 


BOYFRIEND-WISE: 
Cancer 
Pisces 


LUCKY COLOUR: 
Crimson 


LUCKY STRIKE: 
Steel 


STAR: 
Herman of the Hermits 


_ SAGITTARIUS» 


SAGITTARIUS 

Nov 21-Dec 20 

You are very ambitious and 
mean to get right to the top. 
But, being so soft hearted 
and generous, you frequent- 
ly come to grief by letting 
your opponents take advan- 
tage of you. A great all- 
rounder in sport—often 
taking it up as your career. 

BOYFRIEND-WISE: 

Aries 

Leo 

LUCKY COLOUR: 

Mauve 

LUCKY STRIKE: 

Tin 

STAR: 

Robert Vaughn 
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ing to this map, we take the 
next yak track on the left!” 
Lady Penelope Creighton-Ward 
smiled gently and tapped her 
chauffeur on the shoulder. “Draw 
up beyond that pile of rocks. From 
here on, we'll have to walk.” 
Parker’s red, beak-like nose 
twitched in dismay. As far as the 
eye could see—ahead and on either 
side—snow-draped mountain peaks 
gazed down on the Rolls like dis- 
approving giants. He and Lady 
Penelope were in Nepal, driving 
along the new, electrically heated 
highway that had been carved 


ee Green on, Parker. Accord- 


arrow-straight through the Hima- 
layas to link India with China. 
“Perishin’ place,” thought Parker 
miserably. “And this is supposed to 
be an ’oliday. I reckon there’d be 
more life at the North Pole.” 
Mumbling slightly, he eased FAB 1 
into bottom gear and stopped on an 
icy plateau bordering the road. 
Lady Penelope drew the fur hood 
of her sheepskin coat closer round 
her head, and stepped daintily out- 
side. “Aha,” she murmured trium- 
phantly. “Our yak track, I believe!” 
Parker stared at a narrow, tor- 
tuous path which wound its way up 
a snow-clad valley and vanished 
among the peaks. “M’Lady, I’ve 
too many corns on my feet to play 


Himalayan Tenor 


at mountaineers. Let’s go back to 
Delhi, eh?” 

“Certainly not! You know per- 
fectly well that Colonel Charles 
Wellington-Smythe is expecting us.” 

“Yes, but I didn’t know he lived 
in a Sherpa village miles from any- 
where,” said Parker sadly. 

“Oh, do stop complaining.” Lady 
Penelope stamped her foot im- 
patiently. “The Colonel is a very 
good friend of mine and has just 
retired after a lifetime of service 
with the 15th Gurkhas. What more 
natural than he should choose to 
spend the last of his days among a 
people he loves?” 

“Now pass my ice-axe and hand- 
bag please, Parker. We have a stiff 
climb ahead of us.” 

For over an hour they plodded 
up the winding track to where 
Colonel Wellington-Smythe had 
made his home in a Sherpa village 
beyond the highest ridge. On a 
shoulder of snow overlooking a 
minor peak, Lady Penelope checked 
her map. 

“Not far now,” she said quietly. 
“Another mile or so, and...” 

“M’Lady, listen!” Quite sud- 
denly, Parker’s voice was tense. 
“What's that noise?” 

From the mountainside opposite, 
a faint rumbling sound filled the air, 
and the ground seemed to tremble 
beneath their feet. Lady Penelope 
shrugged. “Nothing to worry about. 
Probably just an avalance.” 


“N-no, M’Lady . . . look there!” 
Parker’s ham-like hand was 
shaking, his face ashen with shock. 
“Over on the slope!” 

“Great Scott,” said Lady 
Penelope softly. “How strange. . ..” 

On the snow-clad face of the 
mountainside, circular depressions 
were appearing at regular intervals. 
As though some unseen giant were 
striding eerily towards the ridge. 

Parker gulped noisily. “F-foot- 
prints,” he croaked. “Perishin’ great 
footprints in the snow. It’s that 
legendary monster of the moun- 
tains. The "Imalayan beast. The. . . 
the .. . Abominable Snowman.” 

“TJ think not, Parker. If I remem- 
ber correctly no one has ever 
accused the poor thing of being 
invisible.” 

Four, five, six, seven . . . still the 
depressions marched towards the 
summit, and still that faint rumbling 
noise filled the air. Lady Penelope 
whirled. “Come on, Parker,” she 
said briskly. “Let’s get to the village 
and see what this is all about.” 


FRIGHTENED VILLAGE 


Swiftly, they stumbled onwards. 
The track was wider now, curving 
downwards into a barren valley at 
the head of which lay a cluster of 
stone huts. And then it happened! 

As Parker and Lady Penelope 
raced round a corner, a seething, 
jostling mass of people pounded to 
wards them. Men, women, children 
—every inhabitant of that lonely 
Sherpa village seemed intent on 
flight. And there was fear in their 
eyes. A naked, wavering terror. 

“Wait!” Even as Lady Penelope 
was pushed aside, a stern, low- 
pitched voice echoed up the track. 
“Come back here, you fools! 
There’s no need to run!” 

A tall, silver-haired man with a 
fiercely-waxed moustache stood 
frowning at the door of one of the 
houses, hand groping as if for some 
absent baton, and anger etched into 
every weather-beaten line of his 
face. Lady Penelope gasped in 
relief, 


“It’s the Colonel! 
Parker, quickly.” 

“Lady Penelope!” Wellington- 
Smythe stepped forward, moustache 
twitching in sudden pleasure. “By 
jove, it’s good to see you. But what 
a welcome. The villagers have gone 
to pieces recently. Who’s this 
fellow?” 

“Parker—my chauffeur and most 
trusted companion. What’s going 
on up here, Colonel? We heard a 
rumbling noise and then . . .” 

“We saw what looked like foot- 
prints, sir,” said Parker quickly. 
“Forming in the snow. Just like this 
*ere Abominable whatsit.” 

“Abominable Snowman my eye,” 
puffed the Colonel testily. ““That’s 
what the Sherpas think it is, and 
nothing I say will convince them 
otherwise.” 

“How long has this been going 
on?” asked Lady Penelope, twidd- 
ling a large emerald ring thought- 
fully round her finger. 

“Two or three months. The dis- 
turbances seem to originate near the 
foot of that mountain slope you 
passed on the way up. Only thing 
that stops me having a jolly good 
look-see is a tricky climb near the 
glacier. I need help there—and un- 
fortunately the Sherpas absolutely 
refuse to go near the place.” 

“In that case, my dear Colonel,” 
said Lady Penelope, “perhaps we 
might be able to help.” 

“Oh, cor,” thought Parker in sud- 
den dismay. “Some perishin’ ’oliday 
this is turning out to be! Nuthin’ 
but monsters and mountaineering!” 

By noon next day, the three of 
them had negotiated the ice field 
and reached the foot of the slope 
without mishap. Above, the snow- 
clad wall of the mountain curved 
saucer-like towards a sky flecked 
with gathering clouds. Already, the 
mysterious ‘footprints’ had vanished 
beneath a carpet of fresh snow. 

“Now what?” asked Parker. 

“We spread out,” said Lady 
Penelope calmly. “Comb the foot of 
the slope and try to spot anything 
unusual.” She pointed ahead to 
where a large claire of rocks dis- 


Come on, 


turbed the evenness of the surface. 
“Meet up at those rocks in half an 
hour.” 

And so they searched. Every 
nook, every cranny, every crevice. 
But when Lady Penelope joined 
Parker thirty-five minutes later, not 
one single clue had been found. The 
chauffeur stamped snow from his 
boots and frowned. “Let’s ’ope the 
Colonel’s had more luck,” he said 
irritably. 

It was just then, that they heard 
the yell. A deep-throated scream 
echoing up from a shallow gully less 
than two hundred yards below 
them. Lady Penelope acted with the 
speed of a lightning flash. “That’s 
Wellington-Smythe. Come on... .” 

With Parker slithering behind, 
she raced down the slope in a flurry 
of snow. Twenty yards from the 
gully, a small, stocky man wearing 
white combat suit and hood, rose 
like a ghost at her feet. Yellow teeth 
bared momentarily in a yellow, 
Asiatic face and in his hands, was 
the deadly outline of a gun. 


THE TUNNEL 


Even as his finger tensed to 
knuckle-white on the trigger, Lady 
Penelope was jabbing at the third 
button of her sheepskin coat. There 
was a faint whirr, and the fur round 
the hood suddenly stood out hori- 
zontally, stiff and needle-like. 

Next moment, showers of bright 
blue sparks were lancing out from 
the semicircle of fur and enveloping 
the attacker from head to toe. A 
short, sharp scream of pain, and he 
fell motionless at Lady Penelope’s 
feet. 

Parker’s owl-like eyes blinked 
slowly. “Stone the crows! What ‘ave 
you done to ’im, M’Lady?” 

“Oh, merely knocked him sense- 
less with my voltage device. The 
hood of my coat, you see, consists 
of electrified nylon fur linked to a 
power pack in the lining. Once I 
switch on, the effect is rather like 
shooting someone at close range 
with a shower of high-voltage darts. 
However . . .” She broke off and 
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wheeled towards the dip. “Right 
now, our problem is to see what has 
happened to dear old Wellington- 
Smythe.” 

“That geezer you clobbered 
looked like a Chink to me, M’Lady. 
There’s something dead fishy goin’ 
on all right. He was meant to 
nobble us, too.” 

Warily, they scrambled down the 
slope and into the gully itself. A 
confused line of footprints led to- 
wards a vertical wall of snow at the 
far end . .. and then vanished. 


“Aha!” Lady Penelope smiled | 


gently and walked across to the 
wall. Carefully, she prodded the 
snow with the handle of her ice-axe. 
It moved! “See, Parker? This isn’t 
snow at all,” she said softly. “It’s a 
gigantic ice-froster sheet. Obviously 
meant to conceal something.” 

“You're dead right, M’Lady!” 
Parker’s voice trembled with excite- 
ment as he wrenched back one 
corner to reveal a dimly-lit passage 
carved deep into the heart of the 
mountain. 

Every instinct alert for danger, 
they stepped inside. Light filtered 
down from a row of bulbs set at 
intervals into the roof. From some- 
where far ahead, a faint rumbling 
noise disturbed the ground. “Blast- 
ing,” said Lady Penelope quietly. 
“That solves the mystery of the 
footprints, at least.” 

“Not to me it doesn’t,” said 
Parker with a frown. “How come?” 

“Simple. They're obviously cut- 
ting the tunnel into the mountain 
by setting charges every twenty or 
thirty yards. The explosions disturb 
the snow above and create small 
depressions . . . rather like the stride 
of an invisible giant.” 

“Cor!” Parker’s eyes were bright 
with admiration. “That’s brilliant, 
M’Lady. But what the ‘eck are 
these Chinese crooks up to?” 

“That, Parker, is what I hope to 
find out. Come on... .” 

Slowly, carefully, they walked up 
the tunnel. And then, fifty yards 
from a sweeping curve to the left, a 
red bulb set high into the right-hand 
wall suddenly began to flash. 
“Radio warning beam, Parker. 
Look out!” 

Too late, Lady Penelope tried to 
yank her chauffeur sideways. Before 
either of them had moved a yard, 
two open-ended steel cages had 
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dropped silently from concealed 
positions in the roof. Next moment 
they were trapped. 

Lady Penelope shook the bars in 
vain. The individual coops weighed 
almost a ton. Heavy, immovable. 
“Tm rather afraid, Parker, that 
things are hotting up,” she said. 

“Very true, dear lady. Very true 
indeed!” A cold, evil chuckle 
echoed up the passage, and three 
men stepped into view. Two were 
dressed in the same white combat 
suits as the attacker on the slope, 
but the other man wore close-fitting 
tights of black leather. He was 
Chinese. Middle-aged and bald, but 
with eyes that reflected the grim, 
ruthless training of a killer. 


/ dishevelled 


“My name is Chang Yang Fu,” 
he said icily. “Man in charge of this 
little enterprise.” 

Yang Fu motioned his henchmen 
forward. “Take them to the outer 
chamber. I shall rejoin you in a 
moment.” 


NUCLEAR STOCKPILE 


Before Lady Penelope could 
move, the Chinamen had leapt for- 
ward. At the touch of a hidden 
button, one side of the steel cage 
sprung open. Seconds later, she and 
Parker were being dragged down 
the corridor, bound hand and foot. 

Round the corner, the tunnel 
widened into a vaulted chamber 
which had been converted into a 
control room. Banks of electronic 
equipment lined the walls. Flashing. 


7 4 Humming. Propped up beside a 


computer, also bound, was the 
figure of Colonel 
Wellington-Smythe. 

“Dang my leathery hide,” he 
said. “So they got you too, eh?” 

“I’m afraid so,” said Lady 
Penelope as the thugs dumped them 
down. “It’s all a trifle unfortunate.” 

“Any idea what they’re up to, 
sir?” Parker wriggled helplessly. 
“This “ere operation looks big.” 

“Too true it is, lad,” grated the 
Colonel. “I’ve been listening to that 
Yang Fu fellow. From what I can 
make out, these villains are tunnel- 
ling their way through to a stockpile 
of nuclear weapons buried here by 
the World Government in 1995. 
Part of the Earth Non-Aggression 
Pact, remember?” 

“So that’s it!” Lady Penelope’s 
eyes flashed with anxiety. “It seems 
obvious that they’ve now reached 
the store. But what’s behind it all?” 

The Colonel nodded across to 
where a vast steel door could be 
seen set into the tunnel at the far 
side of the chamber. “A devilish 
plan, your Ladyship. Twenty-four 
hours from now, the nuclear stock- 
pile will be exploded. The resulting 
heat will melt the Himalayan snows 
and flood half of India. Thus . . .” 

“Thus her economy will be 
ruined and the great land of Tong 
Vietkin will be able to extend her 
tule over the entire country!” Sud- 
denly Chang Yang Fu stood over 
them, eyes glinting in fanatical 
triumph. “Our task here is finished. 


As the Colonel says, twenty-four 
hours from now, these mountains 
will cease to exist.” 

“And no doubt you plan to blow 
us up with them, is that it?” Lady 
Penelope’s voice was disarmingly 
sweet. 

“Exactly!” The Vietkin leader 
walked across to a huge black box 
set into the wall near the door. 
“This time device will activate the 
nuclear weapons at noon tomorrow. 
Then .. . boom! You will be as so 
much dust in the mists of time.” 

Briskly, Chang whirled. “Is the 
transport arranged, Hun Lee?” 

“Yes, Master. Once in the valley, 
the helicopter will contact us.” 

“Good! Then it only remains for 
me to say, dear people . . . fare- 
well?” The Chinaman walked 
quickly from the chamber and 
vanished up the tunnel. 

Parker’s face purpled with effort 
as he strained at his bonds. But the 
ropes were well tied. “No good, 
M’Lady, I-I can’t budge ’em.” 

“Have no fear, Parker, our friend 
Mr. Fu is not quite so clever as he 
thinks.” Smiling, Lady Penelope 
twisted at the large emerald ring on 
her finger. Slowly, carefully, she 
slid it into the palm of her hand. 
“This stone is hollow,” she said 
softly. “Inside, are three drops of 
nitric acid. Once spilt on the ropes, 
they should dissolve the fibres in a 
matter of seconds.” 

Tensely, they waited. And then, 
with a tinkling laugh, Lady 
Penelope jerked her wrists apart. 
She was free! 


AVALANCHE 


With deft fingers she untied her 
companions’ bonds, and her face 
was grim. “Right, Parker, the time 
device. Neutralise it, quickly!” 

The chauffeur leapt to obey. Ex- 
convict, ex-safecracker, there wasn’t 
a lock in the world that could defeat 
him. But this time, it was different. 
One swift examination of the black 
box, and he knew the worst. “It’s 
no good, M’Lady,” he said hoarsely. 
“This ain’t mechanical, it’s elec- 
tronic. I can only get into this ’ere 
thing by using the correct radio- 
beam signal. Probably from a 
power-pack carried by Chang Yang 
Bo; 

“Then we must catch them, come 


on!” In one bound, Lady Penelope 
was racing for the tunnel. 

At the tunnel entrance, they 
stopped, eyes anxiously scanning 
the snow-clad slopes below. “There 
they are, M’Lady.” Parker’s voice 
rose to a screech. “’Bout a mile 
below. On skis. Just headin’ past 
that cliff!” 

“Perfect,” murmured Lady 
Penelope. Quickly, she twisted the 
steel head of her ice-axe. There was 
a sharp click as the blade broke at 
both ends to form a hollow tube 
with lenses front and back. Then it 
swivelled to lie smoothly along the 
top of the wooden shaft. Another 
twist and an extension leapt into 
view. A metal barrel with sights! 

“Stone me!” said Parker in a 
hushed voice. “It’s a rifle!” 

“Precisely,” said Lady Penelope. 
“Now watch that overhang of snow 
on the cliff.” 

Over a mile below, the Vietkin 
skiers were swishing past a tall, 
towering pinacle of snow. Lady 
Penelope took careful aim, and 
fired. Two high-velocity bullets 
smashed into the overhang, and a 
split second later, two tons of loose, 
powdery snow were avalanching 
downwards . . . directly on to the 
fleeing men. 


“Excellent,” said Lady Penelope 
calmly. “Now all we have to do is 
dig those fiends out, collect Yang 
Fu’s power-pack and neutralise the 
time device.” 

That evening, Lady Penelope 
Creighton-Ward relaxed for the first 
time, over coffee in the Colonel’s 
house. Wellington-Smythe raised 
his cup and grinned. “Deuced fine 
effort, my dear. Certainly put paid 
to all that superstitious nonsense 
about an Abominable Snowman, 
what?” 4 

“Absolutely,” said Lady Penel- 
ope. “In fact, I——” 

“M’Lady, out here . . . quickly!” 
Parker’s shrill, terror-stricken voice 
carried through the open window. 
They dashed outside. The chauffeur 
was standing quite still, gazing at a 
snowy ridge and pointing with 
trembling finger towards a shoulder 
of rock. “Look . . . look!” 

Lady Penelope gasped. For there, 
vaguely seen against a flurry of mist 
was a vast, furry... thing! Just for 
a second, they saw a long, ape-like 
arm, a prehistoric head. 

“M’Lady, you don’t think... ?” 
Parker’s voice trailed off into a 
helpless whisper. 

“The Abominable Snowman? 
Nonsense, Parker, it doesn’t exist. 
At least I don’t think it does!” 

And Lady Penelope Creighton- 
Ward wiped a forehead that had 
suddenly become damp! 
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yi /| Ae. - ah Z aby 7 f WITH A ER FATHER, RULER Pg 


OW, A THOUSAND THANKS, 

GCRAHOUS LADY. BUT WHAT 
STH MENACE WHICH } 
SPREADS SOFASTP ff 


A WEED GROWN BY 


QEATH 3 : } 
. _— WE GACGASSAN HLEQUE. 
e f 70 THEM, THESE BERRIES 
f 2 / | ARE LEELNTAL FOOD! 
MV HEART IS Fas \ ‘\ 
AD, WOBLE APHONY., I\vas Nh - . | 4 ‘\ 


SAD, 
COT THE NUMBERS’ OF MY 
FEOPLE AAVE DOUBLED iN 


WE MUST HAVE MORE) A ATLLION WA 747 CAN ZASILY BE DONE, 
WE TP ORES ON OUR S| AW CRAFTOMEN WILL CONSTRUCT 
(Bik 7D 


P\ ¥2 


—— 


\ 
: aN 
(eS 
THEN /T 1S 
SETILED, THE 
ZANE 1/3 YOURS! LD 
SS = 


BUT THE. (T A 
SE er 
O. 


= — 


—— eS 


THE VICIOUS RULER 
OF TITANIA Io 
INDEED PLEACEP. 

> = 


EXCELLENT 
/ THINK | SEEA 


WAY HERE OF 
DEFEATING FACIEKA 


ONCE ANP FORALL. 
KEEP ME INFORMED: 
"OO 


DESTEOY 
THUS OOM S 
MATH THE 
CONTROLS / 
Wf ALREADY THE 
WEED GROWS, 
WITHOUT RESTRICTION 
MW Wil DESTROY 
PACIFICA FOREVER f, 


THERE /3 SUST ONE 
CHANCE. COLLEGE) 


$\ jie 


Ta 
Ld 


a8 
a 


( 


THE SUEE! 
THE POISON SCE 
OF THE BERRY! 


M OLISH! THEY HAVE 
DOVE THIS THING! 


SARGALSAN 
CHAMBER IN 
YEW, SUE. DEAD 

AHEAD! 


TITAN'S TERROR? 
(71S) UBELESES, 
LAUGHTER. WE OC) 


AND NOW WATCH 
OUR AGONY WITH 
GLEE. CWT, CUT... 
REPEL THE WEED, 
NO, FATHER, 


i? 
UNG 
Nn XS WAIT! 


THE BERRIES WHIRL PAST... 
MANY ARE SUCKED INTO 


” yy) VENTILATION SHAFTS IN 
; : THE SHIPS' SIDES... 
DE Pana Dp 


—_ LZ 
DY WOW LOOSE THEN 
W THe CURRENT, 


Bs SEES THE ANGER! I A 
m we 
Z 
LOOK, FATHER. 
VITAN FLEES. ’ 
HE /8) DEFEATED: Dy ( OLED cwals 
ONZE AGAIN BE 


aS X 
ha : TRUE, BUT ALWAYS HY 
DW YOUR GUARG MARINA, 
ALWAYS PREPAIZED TO 
DEFEND THEIR HOMES Fuos. 
AGAINST THE EVIL rae 

TTANS As 


™ 
GR THE SARGASSANS CAN 
REBUILD THEME CHANIBER 
AND BRING THE WEED 
QNOER CONTROLS 
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The other day ‘er ladyship 
asked meto clear the 
-|HoPt..- 


COO! 
POn'T / LOOK 
SMASHING > 


he 


TN 


lk 


I) 


l 
gy 
rr] ar 


HEEEELP... 
68SCCHHHOSTESS. 


Wii AT'S ~ 
Ree, 21? 
wl s 


‘3 es 
JUST SEE: 
A G..8...GAOST! 


Just at that moment 
Perce came in... 


y tMOE. 
HERE COMES 
7H GHOST. 


HELL 
FIRE! POLICE 
AMBLILANOCES / 
:. 1 SAW A 
A SHOST “3 


Ay 
ies 


NGA 
pa Ve : ) 


The father of the five fabulous Tracy boys reveals a 
strong personality in his handwriting. The size of his 
letters (large) reveals that he is outspoken, confident, 
and concerned with matters of importance. He puts even 
pressure on the downstroke of his letters, proving that 
he is always calm in a crisis—he always knows just what 
to do when everything seems out of control. He has 


earned the respect of his sons, not by bullying them, but 
by remaining sympathetic, sensible and sincere. The 
unusual way he does his ‘d's reveals imagination— 
International Rescue was his brain child and he had the 


International Rescue the respected and much praised 


boldness to bring it about. He is a serious man, sincere Cee, Es 
and dedicated, and it is these qualities that have made lott ircls ate et 


organisation it has become. 


Scott Tracy is very much like his father and his handwriting 
reveals the likeness. He is energetic and forceful, a true suc- 
cessor to Jeff Tracy, devoted to assisting his father and intent 
on the success of International Rescue. He reads a lo’ his 
spare time, mainly travel books and biographies. His writing is 
clear and well spaced showing Scott's quickness to grasp an 
idea or situation. Although the size of his writing is smaller than 
that of his father's, showing perhaps a tendency to be a little 
fussy about details, he never gets confused. The writing is 
thick and strong revealing firmness—once he makes up his 
mind to do something then he does not let minor details get in 
the way. He is bold and ambitious, perhaps because he has had 
to support his father in bringing up his younger brothers, but 
he is also extremely friendly and warm. 


Nos 
sete reiteog Lavin sae 


Think no} jout le Com- 
are ae ing traits with theirs 
ay a surprise about yourself! 


Virgil is the intellectual of the five sons. He thinks a lot, 
reads a lot, knows a lot. The free way his writing flows in- 
dicates a mind that works quickly, smoothly, goes straight 
to the point without ever repeating itself. The smallish size 
of his writing proves that he pays attention to detail, that 
he prefers to sit and watch and think and observe than to 
actively take part. Often this makes him seem reserved or 
shy, but he is not. He just does not speak unless he has 
something worth Saying. He is sensitive, enjoys listening 
to modern jazz records—the light pressure of his strokes 
reveals gentleness of manner and an artistic temperament. 
Perhaps if he were not Jeff Tracy's son and so totally in- 
volved in International Rescue, he might have become a 
poet or an author. Virgil is the sort of person who is always 
there to help, to give his own special, well considered 
opinions and advice, without ever forcing his personality 
upon you. This may give the impression that he is always 
serious, but in fact, he is not. He has a cheerful attitude, a 
pleasant, gentle sense of humour. 


hil es cll; Fh Tiwuiteled 


The speed that John Tracy’s pen travels across paper truly in- 
dicates his energetic personality. He is a man of action who likes 
to get things done rather than to sit about merely talking. He tends 
to be a little impatient, and wants to see results quickly. He’d prob- 
ably have made a good tycoon if he had not devoted all his energies 
to International Rescue. The size of his writing is larger than normal 
showing his tendency to speak his mind honestly and plainly. He 
often gets carried away by his own enthusiasm. His sentences go 
off the paper at a slant, which is a sure sign of excitability. Notice 
the way he does his ‘g’ without a loop, but straight down and firm. 
John is a man of definite ideas and opinions, which will only be 
altered by personal experience. John is a keen athlete, an obvious 
way of getting rid of some of his excess energy. He also enjoys 
reading novels ‘about courage and adventure. He has a very affec- 
tionate nature and is extremely popular with those who meet him. 


: <r : Ft e FETT. 
Rag, bas ce €, ee a8 E es as. <5 ae 
aw 


Brains, by name and by nature, is the genius behind the International 

Rescue machines. Many people find him extremely endearing, others find 

him aggravating, but his handwriting reveals his true personality. He 

writes faster than Gordon even, which reveals his fantastic capacity for 

mental activity—he seems to live in another world, peopled by equations, 

logarithms and calculi. His letters are regular, revealing a methodical 

approach to life. He tackles everything logically, even deciding whether 

he should have bacon for breakfast. The size of his writing is small, 

almost minute. This shows his microscopic attention to detail, his 

meticulous concentration. The way he does his ‘s’ and ‘e’ reveals his 

great creative ingenuity, ingenuity that put plans into practice when 

I.R. was first thought of. Brains’ brain is like a computer—every fact 

VN uae Examine te Exheuct stored in it's right place, ready for future use. But facts alone aren't 

A enough, and Brains often finds it difficult to communicate with people 

valute, lee in an ordinary, chatty way. He tends to be scatter-brained, to wear odd 

socks and not notice, to eat cornflakes with a knife and fork. His writing, 

strangely enough is often untidy, but this is simply because the ideas 

are coming into his head at such a rate he can't get them down quickly 

enough. Nobody can understand what he means, so if they can’t read it, 
it doesn't make much difference. 


‘TRAGY 


leasing euths grouily pull in fin secorts, 


Everything about Alan’s handwriting shows his modesty 
and shyness. It’s slow and deliberate with clear spacing 
and not much individuality. This is possibly because, the 
youngest of the Tracy boys, with four elder brothers all 
of whom are so efficient and heroic, Alan feels that he too 
must follow in their footsteps. He avoids making rash 
decisions but sits and thinks and weighs a situation up 
carefully before he plans any course of action, either in his 
private life or as pilot of Thunderbird 3. Despite his shy- 
ness, he is a warm affectionate person, shown by the 
roundness of his letters. He doesn’t press down heavily on 
his pen, revealing a quiet gentleness he shares with Virgil. 
He and Gordon, his next eldest brother, are almost direct 
opposites. He is not a great conversationalist nor does his 
writing reveal any great artistic talents, but it does reveal 
his quiet appreciation of people and his strong desire to 
help those who find themselves in trouble or danger. 


Lets.check the imsWuments, Brains! 


Without Tin Tin’s help, International Rescue would probably 
only be able to work at half power. Of Eastern origin, (her 


The Tracy boy with the heartiest laugh, that’s Gordon 4 Hiei paar 
father, Kyrano, is Malaysian) Tin Tin is a graceful combination 


who is liked by everyone who meets him. He has a warm 
affectionate personality, displayed in the extreme slant to 
the right that his writing takes. He makes people gay and 
at ease, a perfect party guest. The curved ‘t-bar’ reveals 
a keen sense of humour. He makes fun and appreciates 
fun, but is never cruel or sarcastic. The rhythm of Gordon's 
writing is smooth and regular implying that he has a very 
balanced attitude to life. And yet, there is another side to 
Gordon, a quiet peaceful side. He is modest, but not like 
Alan to the point of shyness. His modesty is shown in the 
smallish capitals he uses in the words ‘preparing’ and 
‘Thunderbird’. Gordon likes to get away from it all, to go 
fishing or skin diving on his own, for despite his bright 
personality, the low positioning of the i-dots reveal his 
inner calmness. 


of brains and beauty. She has a clear mathematical mind re- 
vealed in the wide spacing she uses between each word. The 
curious way her ‘e’s are shaped at the top is a sign of intel- 
ligence and imagination. An extremely loyal person, Tin Tin 
is wholly devoted to the Tracy family and the good that they 
stand for. On many occasions Tin Tin has been left in charge 
of a large part of the operations at Tracy Island and never once 
has she failed to carry out her instructions or to cope with any 
emergency that has arisen. Her simple, unaffected capital 
letters reveal her modesty. Though not a shy person, she does 
tend to be a little reserved in the company of strangers. But as 
soon as she gets to know and trust people her reserve dis- 
appears. Tin Tin is a wonderfully comforting person. The way 
her writing is looped together shows this. Whenever a crisis 
strikes Tin Tin always manages to see the bright side of things. 
Perhaps this is where Tin Tin plays her most important part. 
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LADY PENELOPE’S BEDROOM 


The high-ceilinged room is dominated by the fabulous 
where George III is reputed to have slept while visi 
Creighton-Ward Mansion. 

The huge windows provide a magnificent view of thi) lin, 
ide for miles around. Each side of the bed@#mand unique 
s XIV marble-topped tables which were present game, the 
hton-Wards by the French king. But besides ARMPyAbecant , 
tables serve a more subtle purpose. The tgig.s | iim nde to 
reveal a telephone monitoring system. This devgeiWraces, 
records all phone calls made to and from the ama yon! 

The north wall of the bedroom is draped wiZgle ay pr@jel 
tapestry showing the history of ‘the Wars ofggihe Sh 
Penny’s ancestors played a role. At the prg@gieg@ye 5 ion 
however, the tapestry will roll aside to MWCeyioogy’s exter 


Regency bed 
ting the 


wardrobe. Thpitmmorsameme of hundreds of elegant shoes, evening 
slippers, Misha Shnd g@iffon, suits from the top couture hous 
embroidergm and@g@—ikwelled gowns and numerous long 
velvet an@mohairWMpich are Penny’s favourites for 
mansion WiWihhe evg@eeing. 
The yi Reige om contains period clothes belonging to her 
xc shores ScGPy silver shimmering ‘flapper’ dresses from the 
1920,%%ie ostrich feathered a plumed Victorian hats; Empire-line 
Regg¢ukSe@messes and quilted Elizabethan gowns with huge starched 
rugie ¢ Oe Gaaietes | 
Caer tusgmeyly, w 


rela at the 


could not show you inside this wardrobe, 
of taking this photo Parker was 1 in 
Penny , quite naturally, thought that th 


new 
would be a 
All Her 


ss lawn 


yship’s bed linen is made of finest white Sw 
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with Bordeaux lace. Her 


foot of the bed are made fror 
being exquisitely carved with 
in a pale green s 
a deep plum-col 
s of the 

vy silk 


a and leaves ‘i 


covered 
All the 


This is 


intru 
shock! 


Adjoi 
Baronial 


when 
apples 
cheese. 


in 1471 during the W 
the tunnel - arrangir 
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The whole 


g is furnished in a 

chaise-longues, marble 
Palace of 
the 
on 


with a m 


dot the occasional 
in now painted 
, 


The opulent Persian carpet 
ven years to weave by hand! 
brought it home from an Oriental 


behind the Creighton- 
it contains nothing 
Penny 


rd 
An 
installed 
of the room 


obv us 


A SUN-DRENCHED MILLIONAIRES' 


NEW PROVIPENCE ISLAND IN THE BAHAMAS. 


PLAYGROUND. 


OFF-SHORE, LOCAL FISHERMEN TOIL AT THEIR] 
DAILY TASK. 


THEN WE'LL 
LEAVE AT ONCE! 
WAVES) THAN A MERE 

FREAK OF WATURE 


KINO FIGHTS... ANP THROUGH 


SOME TIME LATER... AN EXHAUSTED 
KING COLLAPSES ON THE SHORE. 


PAIN- RACKED EYES, HE SEES... 
— = 


x 


AIEEE’ 
A LEVIS A 
SEA-DEUIL FROM 
THE DEEP! Jf 


ALEEAPY TWO AGENTS 


STIR VOURSELE 
KINO. THERE 16? 
WORK 70 BE 
DONE! 


£00k, BEYOND 
THE REEF THE 
SEA BOLE. 
SOMETHING 
1S WRONG! 


TWe DAYS LATER, IN THE U.N.2.L.E 
HEADQUARTERS, NEW YORK... 


WY 8.2.5, THATEME. 
Wl AX-M/GHTCLUB SINGER 
ID PROEPECTIVE 
LION AUIEBS' 


ANE 
NZ 
1 WOPE: 


SENT 70 INVVESTIGATE 


MVE LILAC, TWENTY FOUR HOURS LATER, 


IN NASSAU... 


THE LIFE! 

GOLDEN BEACHES, 
GOLDEN, 

SRLS / 


Nau al 


AND A MONSTER! 
LIGENTANGLE YOURSELF 
FROM THOSE (CE QUBEE AY 
FRIENO, WE MUST SEEK 


BUT SOMEONE ELSE, IT SEEMS, IS 
SEARCHING TOO... 


UVEQRMMATION (THE 
AISHING VILLAGE! 


4 
5 


OW THECONTRARY, Nil 


(VE FOUND IT -A 
SEACHFUL OF 
TREASURE! 


7 NOW IT SOUNOS,. 
RIALULOUE, MR. SOLO, 
BUT THE FACT REMAINS 

THERE Have BEEN FVE 

TIDAL WAVES (N THE 

LAST MONTHL 


PERMALPS OD KING 

NEPTUNE HAS AN 

OBVECTION TO 

AMUUILLIONAIIES HOLIDAY y ~ >, 
RESORTS! — Ji OMe 


HERE - AT ANDROS (SAND. 
GREAT ABACO. ELEUTHERA, 
CRAND Bhatia AND NEW 
PROVIDENCE WHERE THE 
NCONEELOUS FISHERMIAN 
CAVE OS CUR ONLY LEAD 
SOPAR. 
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VERITY SUITH LOBSTER 
SERVICE ! AAV PARTNER 
AND / HOLE TOSELL OOOES. 
OF THESE 7O EVERY HOTEL 
UN THE BAMANMAZ / 


ABOUT CATCHING 
SHELL FISH P 


1 DONT ! ALL THESE WERE 

| MASHED UP BY THE TIDAL 

WAVES. MY PARTNER HAS THE 
MONEY AND HAVE THE 
HOTEL CONTRACTS. HEY | 
PRESTO - (0 A BUODING f= 
SUBINESES FUEGEZS 


FASCINATING. 
BUT TALKING ABOUT | 
7IPAL WAVES ,/ 
PRESUME THIS Vike 
THE STRETEH 
BEACH IT HiT? 


©” 1967 METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER 


45 


VES. ACCORDING 70 
LOCAL GOSSIP THERES 
A MONSTER SUCT 
@EVOND THE REEF 


BEYOND THE EEE NC EXCELLENT 
EH? / THINK ITS TIME \'/2EA, MY, 
YOLAND | HIRED A FRIENDS 
BOAT ANE WENT 
SWMAMING, ILLIA! 


s 
ANET Descenos TO [4 
THE, SEA BED... KZ 


\ Sarenow waar 
7020. y 


YEE, 
EXCELLENOY. 


\ ALL RIGHT, YOU, 


TWO —MOVES 


LOKE LIKE AN 
AIRLOCK - PROBABLY 
AWN EVECTION CHUTE 
WTO THE StA, TIMES 

RENNING OUT, 


NAPOLEON, AD 
V SON! J 


TRAPPED, THE U.N.C.L.E. AGEN (a 
ARE SUCKED DOWNWARDS... 


MCE WORKS 
IT WOULD APPEAR 
WE HAVE STUMELEP 
N72 THE MIDDLE OF 
A THRUEH PLOT 70 i 
TAKE QUER THE BAHAMAS NS, 


UNSEEN EYES OBSERVE 
i 


Y WELL, WELL, WELL, 
A FINE CATCH f 
MR. NAPOLEON SOLO 
bE ULLYA KURYAKIN, 
PUN CLES 


ANC VOU, SUK, 
y UF Aly PHOTOGRAPHIC 
MEMORY SERVES IE 


VINTRUDERE, MBTEL 1X 


THEY ARE HEADING 
THIS WAY FROM THE 
WEST ENO OF THE 
REEF / 


4 AN. 
l INTERESTING 
SETUP. SEE THE ™® 
Y AAODLE AFFAIR AND ¥ 
THAT MACHINERY, 
ALLYAP TEM NOT 
AUSTAREN, 17 CHINE 
‘ee ace 
WAVES, SO Ne ce 
% 1 | MR. SOLO, BUT 
LOR THE MOMETER/ pr ag TERE LITTLE. 
MY SOB HERE 13 
ALMOST FINISHED! 


W// 


THROUGH DEVASTATION 
LAUEED BY THE MAN- 
MADE ileal. 
COREE, THATE 
(INEFFECTIVE. TELL 7.. COME ON! 
ME, /LLNA, 20 VOU 
SMELL ANYTHING 
WN THIS ROOM 2 
M 


EXCUSE MY 
APLEIRENT STUPILITY, 
NAPOLEON... BUT ARE 

VOU SURE YOU 

KNOW WMHAT YOU 
ARE LONG ? 


VEE, MY FRIEND. 
THE ANSWER 70 
THE RIDE 15, 
4 BOHLED 
LOBSTERS 


NOTHING, QEALLY. HE APPEARED 

7Wo MONTHS AGO AND SAID HE 
WANTED 70 PUT UP THE MONEY 
ANE USE MY BONNECTIONS FOR, 
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PRIL DANCER sipped her second 
As? of early morning coffee 

and pouted disapprovingly at 
her reflection in the dressing-table 
mirror. “April,” she said aloud, 
“your hair’s a mess. Thank good- 
ness I'll be able to keep my appoint- 
ment today and get it done. First 
time in weeks.” 

A hectic case in Berlin had left 
the U.N.C.L.E. agent little time to 
care about her personal appearance, 
but now she was on leave. Seven 
days in which all she had to do was 


relax in the cosy warmth of her 
New York apartment. Quite sud- 
denly, life felt good. 

Humming to herself, April 
dressed and took the lift to the 
ground floor. Outside, the traffic on 
76th Street roared past, wrapped in 
its never-ending shroud of exhaust 
fumes. It was a bright morning and 
the sun was warm. April looked at 
her watch. Nine-thirty. “Good,” she 
thought. “Half an hour before I’m 
due at the salon. Might as well 
walk.” 


the periscope 
“She’s bang on time.” 


by.. 


She crossed atthe lights andturned 
into 82nd Street. Fifty feet away, a 
freshly painted litter-bin stood near 
the entrance to a narrow alley. An 
ordinary enough object it seemed 
. . . but one which at that particu- 
lar moment, held only a core of 
evil! 

Even as April passed, the flap 
swung back on well-oiled hinges. 
Inside, the unwinking eye of a peri- 
scope swivelled, then focused. 


Seconds later, the flap closed as 
quickly as it had opened. 


eet below the pavement, 
in a steel-lined chamber leading off 
from the city sewers, two men 
smiled at each other. 

“Looks good,” said one, slapping 
handles _ briskly. 


“Okay, I'll report in. Stand 
pe 


Swiftly, the man crossed to a 


built-in video-screen. “Bird-watch 
One to Thrush Central,” he said 
softly. 
Thrush Central. .. .” 


“Bird-watch One to 


The picture flickered. “Come in, 
Bird-watch One.” 

“Target approaching operation 
area now. Will arrive in fifteen 
minutes. I repeat fifteen 
minutes.” 

“Excellent!” The voice boomed 
metallically in the chamber. “We 
shall be waiting. . .!” 


THE CHARMING ROLANDO 


Titanov’s Hairdressing Salon was 
on the ground floor of a brown- 
stone block near Lexington and 
Main. A cramped, rather shabby 
two-cubicle affair, April had been 
going there every Wednesday morn- 
ing (when her work allowed it), for 
the past five years. Titanov himself 
was a Rumanian by birth. Middle- 
aged, small and bird-like . . . but 
with a genius for coiffure that never 
ceased to amaze his customers. 
Over the years, he and April had 
become firm friends. 

At ten o'clock precisely she 
pushed open the door of the shop 
... then paused. 

“Good morning, Signorina.” A 
tall, smiling man with sleek 
black hair, natty nylon overall 
and a polka-dot bow tie, stepped 
forward, _ silver-plated _ scissors 
clicking expertly in his hands. 
“You, I presume, are-a Miss April 
Dancer.” 

“That's right, I have an appoint- 
ment for ten o’clock, but——” 

“You look for Mr. Titanov, yes? 
He has-a gone away, Signorina. 
For-a two weeks holiday. I, 
Rolando, am taking his place until 
he returns. Now please. .. .” With a 
wave of his well-manicured hand, 
Rolando gestured April towards the 
chair. “A shampoo and set, yes? I 
am a genius with-a the hair. Just 
for-a you, I shall design a style ex- 
quisite enough to-a make every 
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male in New York Ceety fall pros- 
trate at your feet!” 

April smiled. Despite his high- 
flown language, it seemed obvious 
that Rolando knew his stuff. ““Mar- 
vellous,” she said gaily. “Carry 
ON ear” 
An hour passed. Rolando worked 
deftly, firm fingers caressing her 
scalp, the shampoo lather bubbling 
gently into the basin. A swift rinse, 
then April felt her long, dark hair 
being wound into metal rollers. 

“Is good,” said Rolando softly. 
“Once your hair is dry. I can-a turn 
my genius to the styling.” 

On silent castors, the lamp-like 
drying machine was wheeled across 
the room. April smiled dreamily as 
the hood clicked into position over 
her head. The atmosphere was 
warm, almost sleepy. A faint hum 
filled the salon as Rolando 
switched on. 

“Just relax,” he said softly. “It 
will not take long.” 

April closed her eyes. She felt 
strangely detached somehow, as 
though she were floating on a cloud. 
Red lights flashed in her mind. 
Then green, then pink, then yellow. 
It was all so peaceful. So utterly, 
utterly peaceful. 

“Bellissima!” Rolando’s brisk, 
business-like voice brought her 
back to reality with a jerk. She 
opened her eyes. Already, the 
Italian was removing the rollers, his 
comb sliding expertly through her 
hair. y 

“§-Sorry,” said April, “I must 
have dropped off for a second.” 

“Js-a natural,” said Rolando. 
“Under the drier it is warm. But 
now ... the style!” 

Twenty minutes later April 
pirouetted in front of the mirror and 
flushed with pleasure. “It’s mar- 
vellous, Rolando, really. You've 
done a wonderful job.” 


“My pleasure, Signorina,” he re- 
plied with a bow. “You will come 
again next week, yes?” 

April handed him a ten-dollar bill 
and nodded. “Of course. Same day, 
same time. "Bye. ...” 

Rolando watched the girl walk 
smartly up the street, and then he 
turned. Gone now was the easy. 
smile and bantering manner. His 
face became a mask. Cold, stone- 
like. 

Swiftly, he picked up a silver- 
plated hair-brush and pressed the 
handle. Instantly the back flew 
open to reveal a transistorised radio 
transmitter, and from the tufts of 
nylon bristle, there snaked out a 
two-foot sliver of aerial. 


“Operation Shakeout to 
Thrush Central . . . Operation 
Shakeout to Thrush Central.” 


Rolando’s voice was calm. 

“Go ahead, Shakeout.” 

“Mission accomplished. Stage 
one is now complete.” 

“Excellent. Transfer details as 
soon as possible. Appropriate 
personnel will be informed.” 

Exactly twenty-four hours later, 
in a series of swift, co-ordinated 
raids, the chief U.N.C.L.E. agents in 
London, Paris, Geneva, Rome and 
Berlin, were attacked and kid- 
napped. Headquarter units all over 
the Continent were penetrated and 
destroyed. In just one day, a 
European network of justice- that 
had taken years to establish, was 
exposed and annihilated. 


APRIL UNDER SUSPICION 


April Dancer and her colleague 
Mark Slate received the Red A-l 
priority signal from New York 
headquarters at precisely the same 
time. Waiting for them in his 
private office was Mr. Alexander 
Waverly, chief of Section One 
(Policy and Operations). A dry man 
at the best of times, Waverly’s . 
face was positively crag-like that 
afternoon. 

“Sit down,” he said harshly. 
“You've heard what has hap- 
pened?” 

Mark nodded. “The brief details, 
yes. But how, sir... ?” 

Waverly glared. “I'll come to 
that in a moment. Miss Dancer, 
your attention, please. You have 
just returned from a month in 
Europe, is that correct?” 
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Berlin narcotics 
affair. The ring was penetrated with 
the assistance of our European net- 
work.” 

“Precisely!” Waverly opened a 
file and studied it carefully, his eye- 


“Yes. The 


brows furrowing into a_ thick 
straight line. “And according to your 
report, you contacted U.N.C.L.E. 
agents in London, Paris, Geneva, 
Rome and Berlin. The very agents, 
in fact, who are now in the hands of 


Thrush!” 
“Great Scott, you don’t 
think. . . ?” April’s voice tailed off 


into a helpless gasp. 

“T don’t think, Miss Dancer, I 
know!” Waverly stood up. “The 
only person Thrush could possibly 
have got this information from, is 
you.” 

“B-but that’s ridiculous, sir. I’ve 
been on leave. I’ve had absolutely 
no contact with anyone.” 

“Then perhaps, Miss Dancer, 
you talk in your sleep.” Waverly’s 
voice was heavy with sarcasm. 
“Have you checked your apartment 
for bugging devices recently?” 

“Of course.” 
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“Very well, we’ll do this the hard 
way. I want you to go away and 
produce a detailed report of your 
movements since returning from 
Berlin. Every minute of every day 
must be accounted for. I want noth- 
ing left out, is that understood? 
Nothing! It’s imperative we dis- 
cover just how Thrush obtained 
that information from you.” 


: , ‘ Dazedly, April stood up. Right 


then there seemed nothing she 
could say. No appropriate apology 
she could make. “Very well, sir,” 
she said at length. “I’ll start right 
away.” 

The office door slid open, then 
closed . . . and Waverly whirled. 
“Slate,” he rapped, “I want you to 
keep an eye on Miss Dancer. Every 
step she takes, every single move she 
makes. Who she talks to, where she 
goes, even what she has to eat, if 
necessary.” 

Mark gasped. “But, sir, surely 
you don’t think ——” 

“That she’s turned traitor? Why 
not? Stranger things have hap- 
pened before now.” 

“But I would trust that girl with 
my life,” said Mark shrilly. 

“The situation has changed some- 
what in the last forty-eight hours,” 
said Waverly grimly, “and I have 
no intention of taking chances. So 
follow her . . . but be discreet.” 


DANGER UNDER THE DRIER 


It was at four o’clock that after- 
noon, when April suddenly remem- 
bered her excursion to Titanov’s. 

In front of her lay countless 
sheets of paper, every typewritten 
line a detailed breakdown of her 
movements over the past week. And 
yet not one single word had yielded 
even the slightest clue. 

“Titanov’s. . . .” She rolled the 
word out slowly, lips pursed and 
thoughtful, her mind checking every 
detail of the encounter with 
Rolando. “It’s impossible,” she 
said aloud. “An exotic hair-do and 
nothing else. And yet . . .” Frown- 
ing, she stood up and paced the 
floor. “I did doze off for a second 
or two. Maybe, Waverly’s right. 
Maybe I do talk in my sleep.” 

Quickly she walked into the bed- 
room and stood for a moment, 
gazing longingly at the carefully 
moulded shape of her hair. “What 
a pity,” she murmured, dragging a 


comb ruthlessly through it, from 
back to front. “I feel like a murderess 
destroying a creation like this. And 
bang goes ten dollars, too. But for 
the sake of U.N.C.L.E. security, the 
least I can do is check.” 

Five minutes later, April was 
walking quickly towards the junc- 
tion of Lexington and Main, her 
hair gyrating sadly in the autumn 
breeze. 

Rolando was surprised to see her, 
to say the least. He took one look 
at April’s bedraggled hair and 
raised his hands in horror. 

“Mama mia, what——?” 

“Sorry,” said April sadly, “I’m 
afraid I got caught in a down- 
draught. I know it’s terribly short 
notice, Rolando, but could you 
possibly. ..?” 

“Repair the damage, Signorina, 
for one so pretty as you, it would be 
a pleasure. Please step inside.” 

April took off her coat and sat 
down. Everything was just as it had 
been before. Quiet . . . and utterly 
normal. “I’m on the wildest goose- 
chase there’s ever been,” she 
thought sadly. “This is madness.” 

Once again, Rolando worked 
with his usual speed and precision. 
A gentle shampoo, a warm rinse, 
and then the gentle tightening of 
her scalp as he wound her hair into 
rollers. 

The drying machine was wheeled 
across. A faint click and the hood 
was locked in place. April sighed. 
It was beautifully warm and cosy. 
And those lights. Red, green, 
yellow, pink. So relaxing, somehow. 
Almost hypnotic. 

Hypnotic! It was in that precise 
moment of time, that April Dancer 
knew the truth. 

With tremendous concentration 
she dragged her reeling mind back 
to reality. Before Rolando could 
stop her, she had thrown the hood 
back and was standing there, 
breathing through teeth that were 
suddenly clenched. 

Inside the hood of the drying 
machine a complicated maze of thin 
wires crossed to a central control 
box. 

“So that’s it!” April’s voice was 
calm but ice-cold. “Brain electrodes 
linked to the drier. Once the clamps 
touch the metal rollers in my hair, 
I’m subjected toa sophisticated form 
of electric shock treatment twice as 
effective as hypnotism. No doubt it 


acts like a truth drug, eh, Rolando? 
Once under the influence I answer 
any question you care to ask.” 

Rolando smiled. “What a pity 
you had to find out, Miss Dancer. 
Still . . . it matters little.” 

With a speed that left the 
UN.C.L_E. agent gasping, Rolando 
grabbed a bottle of setting lotion 
and hurled it across the room. A 
thousand sparks exploded in April’s 
brain as it struck her forehead . . . 
then she was falling. 

Swiftly, the Italian dragged a 
screen across the room and forced 
her into a corner. April felt a 
greasy cloth being pushed into her 
mouth, wire flex pinion her arms 
and legs. 

“There!” Rolando stood up, 
lower lip stretched in a sneer. “That 
should a-keep you quiet until I 
radio Thrush Central for instruc- 
tions.” Dragging the screen in front 
of her, he strode quickly into the 
tiny office at the rear of the shop. 

“Yoo-hoo, Mr. Titanov . . . are 
you there?” 

April tensed as the front door 
opened and a frail, short-sighted 
old lady in her middle sixties 
teetered into the salon. Through a 
tiny gap in the screen, April saw 
Rolando whirl in surprise. 

“I’m afraid we are closed for 
today, Signora,” he said curtly. 
“Mr. Titanov is away. Perhaps you 
could come back next week.” 

“Oh, dear, what a pity. I did so 
want my hair done. My bun looks 
such a mess these days.” The old 
woman turned unsteadily and made 
for the door. 


MARK TO THE RESCUE 


April knew it was a slim chance, 
but one she simply had to take. 
“The screen,” she thought des- 
perately. “If I can knock it over, 
that old dear might just get scared 
enough to yell for help. With the 
door open, someone’s bound to 
hear.” 

Wriggling frantically, she hooked 
her toes under the lower rail and 
jack-knifed her knees upwards. The 
screen tottered, then fell. 

“Mmmm!” said April through 
her gag. “Mmmm-mm!” 

“Sapristi!” Snarling with anger, 
Rolando grabbed the woman’s 
arm, and jerked her inside. “Get 
over there. One-a shout for help 


and you will get hurt, understand?” 

“Perfectly, old boy, but who needs 
help?” With amazing force and 
speed, the old lady’s right arm 
swept up .. . then down. It was a 
perfectly delivered rabbit punch. 
Without a sound, Rolando slumped 
senseless to the floor. 

Eyes wide with surprise, April 
saw the woman’s wig fall off. 
“Mark!” she mumbled incoherently 
through her gag. “What a wonder- 
ful sight for sore eyes.” 

Slate stepped daintily out of his 
petticoats and bent down. “Evening, 
angel,” he said cheerfully. “I was 
rather hoping you’d be here. You 


shook me off over an hour ago, and 
I was beginning to get worried. 
Sorry I had to tail you, but it was 
Waverly’s idea. Now perhaps you'll 
tell me what the dickens has been 
going on. Incidentally,” he added 
with a grin, “you look rather sweet 
with your rollers in!” 

Twenty minutes later, Rolando 
was safely on his way to U.N.C.L.E. 
headquarters, and strange noises 
from the basement storeroom of the 
salon had revealed a dishevelled 
and tightly bound Mr. Titanov. 

“Miss Dancer,” he gasped, as the 
U.N.C.L.E. agents cut him free. 
“Thank heavens you have found 
me. Seven days ago a stranger 
called and 

“It’s all right, Mr. Titanov, I 
think we know the full story now,” 
said April wistfully. “Your salon 
was taken over for—how shall I 
put it—illicit purposes.” 

The Rumanian dusted himself 
down and shook April’s hand. 
“How can I ever repay you?” 

“Simple,” said April Dancer with 
a smile. “Just give me a free hair- 
do. Believe me, I need one!” 
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An Old Fashioned Christmas 


SHAFT of pale, December 

sunshine filtered through 

the window into the class- 
room. It was afternoon, the atmos- 
phere was warm and drowsy, the 
girls drooped over their desks 
sleepily. Miss Wiggin, the teacher, 
sensed the lack of concentration. 
She straightened, her eyes roving 
the room. 

“Attention, girls! I know the 
Christmas holidays are not far away 
but we are still here to work! The 
reading on your desks is said to be 
a factual record of an early English 
Christmas. I want you all to study 
it carefully. There will be questions 
at the end!” 

Jenny Ware stifled a yawn. Her 
eyes returned to the lines of words. 
The old Christmas, the holly and 
the ivy, sleigh rides, fantastic meals, 
skating on the ice, hot chestnuts at 
an open fire. 

“It would be fun to find out 
exactly how it was,” she murmured. 
“To see if this description is 
right: ...” 

She smiled and touched the flask 
concealed in her desk. It was pos- 
sible for her to find out. She won- 
dered what would happen if the 
others guessed she had the power to 
transport herself to another time. 
She had used it often since that day 
in the school laboratory when she 
had accidently mixed a combination 
of chemicals—and found that by 
smelling the potion she could be 
flashed to another period in the 
past or future. 

“I wonder . . . I don’t suppose 
anyone would miss me,” she smiled. 

Cautiously, she removed the 
stopper from the flask. Her eyes 
tightly closed, she breathed the 
strange, exotic mixture. 


The Bristol Mail 


There was a kind of noise like a 
high wind. When it stopped she 
opened her eyes slowly. For a 
moment she saw only darkness. She 
blinked and saw it was night. Trees 
loomed out from the night and a 
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ribbon of road disappeared into the 
distance. 

“Whew, it’s cold! I should have 
thought of that! It’s freezing!” 

Her school uniform was of no 
use in these conditions. There was 
only one thing to do—return to the 
warm comfort of the classroom. But 
as she reached for the flask a voice 
challenged her. 

“What have we here? Stand and 
be seen whoever you are!” 

Jenny stiffened as a black horse 
emerged from the dark trees. The 
rider peered at her and frowned. 

“By the saints, it’s a wench! What 
is your business, child? And in that 
outlandish garb! I would not let a 
dog roam on such a night!” 
“Me?” Jenny stammered. “Well, 
Uric 

“Say nothing—poverty need not 
be a thing of shame! Though, I 
confess, I have never seen such ill 
attire. Here, I have a cloak which 
will ward off the cold air!” 

The rider thrust a cloak at her 
with a good natured growl. She 
slipped into its voluminous folds 
eagerly. He watched her, his dark 
eyes amused. 

“Your name, girl? Come, be 
civil...” 

“My name is Jenny, sir. . .” 

“And mine is Roger Delauney. 
Your servant, ma’am! I have a fancy 
you would welcome refreshment. 
Follow me, I have an establishment 
not far from here!” 

She took his outstretched arm 
and he swung her easily behind him. 
The horse entered the wood and 
Jenny held on tightly. Suddenly, the 
rider stopped—he listened and 
grunted. 

“The coach is on time! As I 
thought—when I am unable to 
complete my business!” 

“Don’t let me stop you,” Jenny 
said quickly. “If you have to meet 
it I don’t mind! You’ve been very 
kind!” 

“And abandon you to this foul 
night? My honour would never 
allow such a thing!” 

He stopped as the coach neared. 
Jenny felt her excitement grow as 


the thud of hooves and the creak of 
harness came closer. The red and 
silver coach swayed past and Roger 
Delauney shrugged. 

“Too late now! Still, there will 
be another and it may well be 
better for my purposes!” 

The horse was tethered at a 
thicket and the man began to tear 
at the branches. Jenny was puzzled 


until a small cave appeared. He 
entered and lit a candle which threw 
a weak light on the scene. 

“A temporary home, I assure 
you!” he laughed. “A place of 
refuge on certain occasions! A 
simple place but there is food and 
drink which you shall have!”” 

A hunk of bread and a bottle of 
wine was thrust into her hands. He 
watched her and gestured im- 
patiently. 

“Come, nourish your stomach! 
You are a mystery to me. I think 


you are not of this land—not by 
your accent!”” 

“That’s right,” Jenny said, eagerly 
taking the excuse. “I came here 
today—on a flying visit, as you 
might say. I was separated from my 
party. But tell me, what is your line 
of work?” 


he chuckled heartily. 
“Oh, I have many interests—you 
could describe me as a banker. I 


believe in the constant and regular 
redistribution of money!” 

Suddenly, he rose and stared into 
the darkness beyond the cave. His 
manner was quieter, more serious. 

“That, I fancy, will be the Bristol 
Mail carrying a number of fat city 
merchants! You stay here, girl. I 
shall return when my business is 
done!” 

Jenny watched him curiously as 


he strode towards the horse. There 
was something likeable about him 
and yet there was something else— 
a kind of secrecy behind his open 
laughter. 

“Well, I’m here to find things 
out,” Jenny shrugged. “The road 
isn’t far away—it should be easy to 
follow him!” 


Stand and Deliver 


But it wasn’t quite as simple as 
she had thought. The problem was 
moving silently through the dark, 
bracken-filled wood. The moon had 
disappeared behind a bank of 
scurrying clouds. It was like walk- 
ing in a dark dream. Then she 
neard the chink of a horse’s bit and 
saw the gleam of a saddle. She 
froze, her eyes wide. 

From the distance came another 
sound—a rhythmic drumming 
which grew louder with every pass- 
ing second. A coach lumbered 
round a bend and Roger Delauney 
edged his horse into the centre of the 
road. In a passing glow of moon- 
light she saw his face was masked 
and two pistols were held firmly in 
his hands. He raised one pistol and 
a heavy explosion echoed start- 
lingly. The coach horses reared to 
a violent halt, the driver cursed 
angrily. 

“Stand and deliver!” Roger 
Delauney shouted. “Your money 
or your life. If there are merchants 
aboard they will appreciate the 
bargain I am offering!” 

Jenny stared, her throat dry. She 
had to do something—he was a 
highwayman, a robber. But no 
sound came to her lips. She watched 
fascinated. 

“You villain!” a voice shouted 
from the coach. “You'll hang for 
this and I shall be there to enjoy it!” 

“Easy, sir,’ Roger said softly. “I 
dislike arguments—and I like rude- 
ness even less. If you persist I shall 
include your clothes in my col- 
lection!” 

Although his tone was mild it had 
the necessary effect. Wallets, coins, 
jewels came at him. He swept them 
deftly into his hat and bowed 
deeply. 

“Your servant, gentlemen. I can 
only hope and trust we will do 
business again! Now, go on your 

way rejoicing!” 
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He fired a pistol again and the 
coach team clattered into the dark- 
ness. Jenny began to turn away but 
her shoulder touched a dead branch 
that snapped with an alarming 
noise. The highwayman frowned as 
he saw her, his voice roughened. 

“Are you spying, girl? After my 
kindness?” 

Jenny trembled. Standing over 
her, the horse and rider looked 
massive and sinister. Her voice 
quavered as she spoke. 

“T, I was not spying. But I’m glad 
I did! You, you're a highwayman— 
a robber!” 

“Tam! And one of the finest in 
the county—of course, I cannot 
bring references but you must take 
my word for it!” 

“But it’s wrong!’ Jenny stam- 
mered. ‘‘Can’t you see that?” 

“T can, indeed,” he said lightly. 
“There are many things in life 
which are wrong and if I had the 
power I would change them! But, 
alas, I have not!” 

Without pausing he stooped and 
swept her up behind him. Jenny 
frowned—she wanted to be an- 
noyed, to keep her indignation 
glowing, but she could not. He was 
so pleasant, so normal. She relaxed 
and watched small snowflakes begin 
to drift from the sky. Roger 


brushed them from his eyes and 
spoke quickly. 


“This is an enemy to those in my 
profession! Snow leaves tracks too 
easily! But we are not far from our 
destination and there we will dine 
in comfort!” 


The King’s Men 


After about two miles the horse 
turned into a drive and stopped 
outside a large, grey-stone house. 
Lights burned cheerfully from the 
windows and the highwayman lifted 
her down gently. 

“Come along!” he smiled. 
“Guests are always welcome here! 
There is nothing to fear!” 

Jenny tried to smile but her 
imagination conjured up a kind of 
thieves’ kitchen. She was surprised 
when they entered a spacious hall, 
and a pleasant woman in an apron 
and cap came forward. 

“Mistress Malone, we have a 
guest! I am sure we can find her a 
room and some comforts!” 

Suddenly, a door at the end of 
the hall swung open. Jenny stared 
as ten children, none of them more 
than six years old, hurled themselves 
towards Roger Delauney. He 
laughed and swung a couple in 
the air. 

“Well, Jack, and are you well?” 
he chuckled. 

“Ah, Emily—you look charming 


tonight! And Sarah, what a com- 
plexion! Like roses!” 

The woman saw Jenny’s astonish- 
ment and smiled fondly. 

“You do not know the master, 
miss?” she said. “He’s a saint— 
though he’d curse me if he was to 
hear me say it!” 

“The children?” Jenny murmured. 
“Are they relations? They seem to 
be very fond of Mr. Delauney.” 

“Bless you, no! All these children 
are orphans and the like. The 
master won’t turn anyone away! 
He provides for us all out of his own 
pocket and never expects a word of 
thanks!” 

Jenny fell silent. She felt a flush 
of shame for her feelings earlier. 
His words came back to her—some- 
thing about many things being 
wrong and not having the power to 
change them. Then she started as a 
loud knocking sounded at the main 
doors. The woman answered it and 
male voices could be heard. 

“Open up! We are looking for a 
highwayman—his tracks lead to 
this house. Bring him out! The 
villain will hang by the neck this 
very night!” 

“This is a respectable house!” the 
woman answered sharply. ““We do 
not harbour thieves! Leave at once!” 

Roger Delauney stared—a nerve 
in his cheek flickered, his mouth 
tightened slightly. A small boy hung 
on his arm, frowning as if sensing 
a change of mood. Jenny’s thoughts 
whirled. She had to do something, 
there had to be a way. 


“Of course!” she whispered. “I 
know where the horse is! If I can 
reach it before they do... .” 

There was no time to say any- 
thing. She slipped through a side 
door leading to the stables. No one 
saw her go and she was glad of it. 
As she reached the stables the 
voices could still be heard demand- 
ing entry. With trembling fingers 
she slipped a bridle on the waiting 
animal. It seemed to take a lifetime 


before she was ready to slip the 
bolt on the stable door. 

Then it was done. She climbed 
into the saddle and urged the horse 
into a gallop. The hooves clattered 
on the stable yard. A lantern shone 
as she rounded the side of the house 
and voices were raised hoarsely. 

“There he goes! Catch him!” 

“One hundred: crowns to 
man who hands him to me!” 

Jenny bent low over the horse’s 
neck as they flew over the snow- 
covered fields. The shouts con- 
tinued behind her—and they were 
growing closer. There was one hope. 
To reach the wood, to have a 
second to do what had to be 
done. 

The darkness of the trees loomed 


the 


out against the white scene. Jenny 
ducked as the horse moved between 
the thick vegetation. From the 
night came cries of triumph as the 
pursuers saw her enter and thought 
she was trapped. 

“Goodbye, boy . . .” she whis- 
pered, patting the horse’s neck. 
“This is going to surprise you as 
much as it will them!” 

The flask was safe. Her fingers 
fumbled with the stopper but then 
she breathed the mixture deeply. 
The darkness whirled and she 
screwed her eyes tight. Slowly, she 
opened them to see the classroom 
door. Thankfully, she entered. 

Miss Wiggin glanced at her and 
frowned. 

“Oh, so there you are, Jenny! 


Nice of you to spend a little time 
with us! Might I ask if you 
know anything about the period 
you were asked to study—anything, 
for example, about the system of 
transport?” 

“Well, I...” Jenny paused. “It 
was the time of the stage coaches. 
They were sometimes plagued by 
highwaymen. One famous one used 
by merchants was the Bristol 
Mail...” 

“Hmmm!” Miss Wiggin sniffed. 
“That happens to be correct—but 
how you came to give the right 
answer I’ll never know!” 

Jenny smiled demurely and set- 
tled in her desk. You never will 
know, Miss Wiggin, she thought, 
you never will know. .. . 
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1. If you went to a party and found the 
girl next to you wearing exactly the same 
dress as you, would you: 

(@) Say, ‘Snap!' and find the coincidence 
amusing? 

(6) Look embarrassed and turn the other way? 
(c) Not say a word? 


2. If you suddenly found that your 
favourite pop star was completely bald, 
and the hair which you had always 
admired, was only a wig, would you: 

(a) Be heart-broken? 

(6) Remain loyal? 

(c) Send him a bottle of hair restorer? 


3, What, would you do if you arrived at a 
dance, which was a long way from home, 
and discovered that you had a large hole 
in your stockings: 

(a) Sit down all the evening? 

(6) Go home? 

(c) Dance with holes in your stockings? 


4. If a friend called on you during your 
favourite TV programme, would you: 

(a) Jump up and turn off the set? 

(b) Say, ‘Ssh!" and tell her to sit down? 

(c) Pass her the TV Times and say no more? 


5. If you were taken to a smart restaurant 
and found a maggot in your salad, would 
you: 


66 


(a) Hide it in your handbag? 

(b) Eat it? 

(c) Put it on someone else's plate when they 
weren't looking? 


6. Ifyou were told to be home by 8 o'clock, 
and you wanted to come home later, 
would you: 

(a) Pretend your watch had stopped? 

(6) Get home by eight? 

(c) Try very hard to get permission before you 
left? 


7. Ifyou had recently fallen out with a boy 
friend and were no longer on speaking 
terms, then met him ata party, would you: 
(a) Ignore him completely? 

(6) Pretend nothing had ever happened? 

(c) Go home? 


8. If you were opening your birthday 
presents in front of your guests and 
found that two people had given you the 
same thing, would you: 

(a) Try and hide one? 

(6) Feel awkward? 

(c) Hold them both up, and say, ‘This is my 
lucky day’? (Hold the presents’ up, not the 
people of course!) 


9. You are lucky enough to be in a 
position to take a good snapshot of your 
favourite pop star, would you: 


(a) Step out boldly and take it? 
(6) Ask his permission? 
(c) Be too overwhelmed to click the shutter? 


10. If you knitted a sweater for someone 
you liked very much, and it turned out to 
be a complete misfit, would you: 

(a) Unpick it and start ‘again? 

(4) Squeeze the person into it no matter what? 
(©) Give up knitting? 


11. If your best friend broke your new 
record, would you: 

(a) Be annoyed? 

(6) Tell her which shop you bought it at? 
(c) Save up and buy another one? 


12. If you knocked a bottle of black ink 
over someone else's carpet, and they 
weren't there, would you: 

(a) Leave and say nothing? 

(6) Try and clear it up? : 
(c) Go back the next day and face the music? 


13. If you disagree with what your friends 
are saying, do you: 

(a) Say so? ; 

(b) Try and understand their point of view? 
(c) Say nothing at all? 


14. If you wanted to listen to your special 
programme on your transistor radio on 


Have a real swinging time this Christmas, and give your 
very own FAB party. For a great big success, you need 
lots of fun people, fun music and fun food. For the fun 
people, of course, you just invite your best friends (at 
least one week beforehand, please!). For fun music you 
need a begged, borrowed or your own record player. 
And, for the fun food, just follow these easy-to-make 


recipes. 


Hot Dog Dips 


1 1b. of Wall’s Country beef 
sausages. 
Home-made dips. 


Twist each sausage in half to 
make two small sausages, then 
cut, Fry slowly in a little fat for 
ten minutes. Spear on cocktail 
sticks and serve with the following 
dips. 


Piquant Cranberry 
Dip 

1 level tablespoon cornflour. 

1 tablespoon wine vinegar. 


2 rounded tablespoons cranberry 
relish. 


Blend the cornflour with the 
vinegar in a small saucepan. Stir 
in the cranberry relish, bring to 
the boil stirring continuously, 
then cook for one minute. Serve 


Cheesy Pineapple Dip 


One 34 oz. packet cream cheese. 
2 rounded tablespoons Pineapple 
Tidbits. 


Sieve the cream cheese into a 
small bowl and beat in the 
pineapple pieces. 


Chutney Cheddar Dip 


1 heaped tablespoon chutney. 
2 oz. Cheddar cheese. 


Finely grate the cheese, and mix 
thoroughly with the chutney. 


| the beach, and the people around you 
were having a snooze, would you: 
(a) Put it on softly? 
(b) Move away so that they wouldn't-hear it? 
(c) Turn it up full blast, and say, ‘It's a free 
country, isn't it?" 


45. Ifit became the fashion to wear some- 
, _ thing which you really hated, would yo: 
(a) Wear it even though you loathe it? 

(b) Be different from everybody else and wear 
what you wanted? 
(c) Stay at home until it went out of fashion? 


16. If you went to a call box and pi 

up the phone and someone said, ‘T! 

the Man from U.N.C.L.E.,’ would you 

® Sey, ‘Oh, yeah! and this is Charlie's 
uni 


(6) Dial 9997 
(c) Press button ‘B’ and get your money back? 


‘ked 


17. Finally, if you could choose your own 
personality, who would you like to be: 
(@) Your favourite TV star, or pop singer? 
(6) Miss World? 


} (c) dust you, as you are? 


hot or cold. 


(eee Seop! QUOW SWOS Ge DI9Y] 


How about cooking the Sunday 
lunch on this gas stove ! Invented 
and patented by J. Sharp in 1851, 
this Victorian monstrosity, was 
what our great grandmothers 
would have used. This ‘gas- 
cooking apparatus’ was the very 
latest rage in the 1850’s, and a 
must for every wealthy Victorian 
family. 


Our party on the next page 


HOW TO SCORE 

Put a tick next to either (a), (b), or (c) for each 
question. Then add up the total number of 
points you have got, and check your score 
against our personality rating below. 
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Wow—did 
that Dentist 
put up a good 
fight! 


TOP SCORE 
If you scored between 85-51 then you are a 
nice-to-know girl. Full of fun and personality. 
Maybe you've a strong tendency to act on 
impulse too readily, and land yourself into hot 
water, but with your character you'd talk 
yourself out of it, so why worry! 

You're the kind of girl to enjoy life. You like 
people, and they like you. 


NEXT SCORE 

If you've scored between 50-20 then you are 
the easy-to-please girl, but a little too un- 
decided at times. You often miss out on a lot 
of spontaneous fun in life. Maybe your shy- 
ness makes you too modest. Quite often you 
want to do something, then hold yourself back. 
Let yourself go and have fun. 


BOTTOM SCORE 

If you've scored between 19-0 then you're a 

bit-of-a-home girl. You've got a chip on your 

shoulder and you should get rid of it quick. 
When you're around you put the damper on 

things, so shake yourself out of it and learn to 

give. 
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Here they are! Great ideas 
fo make your party swing! 


Harlequin Fruit 
Jellies 


1 packet raspberry jelly. 

1 packet lemon jelly. 

1 packet blackcurrant jelly. 

1 medium size can of fruit 
salad. 


Make up the three flavoured 
jellies as directed on the 
packets. Pour each jelly into 
a separate basin and allow to 
set. When set, chop jellies 
with a wet knife and place in 
layers in tall sundae glasses. 
Decorate the top of the 
glasses with pieces of the 
fruit salad. 


Apple 
Marshmallow 


3 tablespoonfuls of marmalade. 
3 pint of sieved stewed apple. 
Fuice of } lemon. 

1 egg. 


Topping: 
1 egg white. 
1 tablespoonful of Golden 
Syrup. 


Put the apple pulp in a basin 
and add the lemon juice. 
Heat the marmalade and 
strain, keeping the shreds for 
the decoration. Add to the 
pulp. Whisk the egg white 
until stiff, add to the apple 
mixture, and continue whisk- 
ing until very stiff, Pile into 
sundae glasses. For the top- 
ping, place the egg white and 
syrup in a basin over hot 
water, and whisk until very 
stiff and fluffy. Place on top 
of the apple mixture in each 
glass and decorate with the 
orange shreds. 


Photo by courtesy of ‘The Danish Food 
Centre, London’. veh: 


Danwiches— 
Danish open 
sandwiches 


Spread butter generously on 
medium-cut sliced brown 
bread or rye bread (having 
already cut off the crust). 
Cover with meat, egg or 
cheese neatly arranged. 
Finish with a colourful and 
attractive garnish. 

1. Sliced pork luncheon meat 
garnished with lettuce leaf, 
twist of orange and prune. 

2. Thinly spread -Danish 
Blue cheese garnished with 
black grapes. 

3. Sliced ham, with creamy 
mayonnaise and cucumber 
slice. 

4, Salami slices, topped with 
wafer thin onion rings. 

5. Samsoe or Edam cheese 
slice, garnished with halved 
radishes. 

6. Liver paté spread thickly, 
topped with a tomato wedge 
and sliced gherkin. 

7. Cold scrambled egg, crispy 
diced bacon topped with 
sprigs of parsley. 
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Stuffed Jacket 
Potatoes 


Medium sized potatoes. 
Fillings. 


Select medium sized potatoes, 
scrub well and dry them. 
Prick with a fork and bake 
them in a hot oven, 425°F. 
or No. 7, until soft (1-14 
hours according to size). 

When cooked, make a 
crosswise slit on top of each 
potato, using a sharp knife. 
Squeeze the potato gently 
until the cross opens at all 
four corners. Scoop out the 
fluffy potato and mix with 
the fillings. 


Fillings: 
Sweetcorn and Crispy 
Bacon 


3 oz. streaky bacon. 
One small tin of sweetcorn. 


Dice the bacon and fry until 
crispy. Heat the sweetcorn in 
a saucepan. When hot, drain 
off the liquid. Mix the bacon, 
sweetcornand potato together 
and pile back into potato 
jackets. Serve hot. 


A PRESENT FOR MUM 


Make Her This Fashionable Tote Bag 


Is it Mum's birthday soon, or 
maybe you're planning presents 
for Christmas? Well, how about 
this roomy tote bag? It’s easy 
and cheap to make and she's 
bound to like it, 

You need two plastic tortoise- 
shell or amber bangles (these 
can be bought quite cheaply in 
most departmental stores) and a 
ee e of velvet measuring 3 ft 
+ ft. Best colours are yellow 
aie dark green, or plum, but if 
money and time is short use felt 
instead—it's not so posh but the 
edges don't need to be bound. 

Double the material over on 
the wrong side and, following 
the diagram, cut out the shape. 
Bind the raw ends of the curving 
edge with tape or binding leather, 
(obtainable from haberdashery 
counters) and sew the straight 
sides together. Loop the bangles 
through the two top flaps and 
sew them down. Turn right sides 
out and it’s done... looks very 
expensive, doesn't it? 

For a really crazy tote bag use 
lots of different colours of velvet. 
Cut into squares and sew to- 
gether again for a patch-work 
bag. Or, if you can borrow a 
sewing machine, before sewing 
up the sides, make a swirling 
stitched pattern on the velvet 
with black thread. 

Maybe when you've made one 
for Mum, you can make one for 
yourself. 


Camel a la Supreme 


FAB CLUB 


Ingredients: 

1 camel. 

1 sheep. 

1 chicken. 

6 medium sized fish. 
12 large eggs. 


FOOD @ 


Put the eggs into a saucepan of 
cold water. Bring to the boil, and 
cook for 10 minutes. Remove 
from saucepan, cool and shell. 
Clean the fish and stuff with the 
hard-boiled eggs. Roll the fish 
into bundles and stuff into the 
chicken. Place the chicken into 
the already prepared sheep, and 
then stuff the sheep into the 
whole camel. Roast the camel on 
a spit over a slow burning fire. 
Serve with freshly boiled rice. 


We don’t suggest you try this 
recipe, although, in fact, it is 
quite genuine. It is considered 
the dish to serve at an Arabian 
society wedding feast! 


Our pupils learn very quickly! 


A PRESENT FOR DAD 


Make Him a Winter Scarf 


All you need is half. ard of 36 inch width 
thick, unusual material. First of all, fray t! 
two short edges with a pin, until you h, 
nice tufted edge. Then, with the right side in, 
fold the material lengthways, and sew firmly 
along the join. Then turn the tube in on tae 
until the right side is showing. Now, 
neatly, with a damp cloth and medium hot 
iron, press the scarf so that the im runs 
across the middle of one side. 

Finished ? Well, yes, unless you like the idea 
of sewing your own little label on, like a manu- 
facturer's, embroidered with a message and 
your name. 


WRONG SIDE 


RIGHT SIDE 
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= ASCINATING, isn’t _ it, 
Presser Three and a half 
thousand years of history 
standing alongside what one day 
soon will be a marvel of the twenty- 
first century.” 

Lady Penelope Creighton-Ward 
waved daintily at the soaring bulk 
of a pyramid as it slid past the 
Rolls’ window. Next to it was a 
temple, from the entrance of which, 
the sandstone face of a long-for- 
gotten Pharaoh gazed impassively 
down. 

She and Parker were in Egypt, 
driving past the glittering waters 
that formed the lower end of the 
mighty Aswan Dam. Barely half a 
mile from the tombs and temples 
erected by the country’s ancient 
rulers in the valley of the Nile, a 
Trion-Fission plant was being built. 
Powered by nuclear energy, it was 
intended to fertilise acres of the sur- 
rounding desert, and convert sand 
into rich, agricultural soil. 

“We're almost there, M’Lady.” 
Parker stopped the Rolls on a high 
ridge and pointed down the valley. 
On a stony plateau, two half-com- 
pleted towers soared above a 
glistening perspex dome and 
stretched finger-like towards the 
blue sky. 

Lady Penelope got out and stood 
for a moment, eyes shining with 
admiration. “Wonderful, isn’t it, 
Parker? On my left, we have the 
past. On my right, the passport to 
Egypt’s future!” 

“This Max Stafford must be quite 
a bloke,” said Parker slowly. 

“Yes, indeed. He’s been in charge 
of the plant right from the start,” 
said Lady Penelope. “One of the 
best scientists we've got. I’m dying 
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to renew our acquaintance and see 
how he’s getting on.” 

Parker shaded his eyes from the 
sun and pointed to the base of a 
nearby pyramid. Twenty or thirty 
Arab workmen were prodding 
feverishly in the sand, like a colony 
of ants. “What the ’eck are they 
doin’, M’Lady? Working on part of 
the plant?” 

“No, I believe Sir John Hunter, 
the archaeologist, is excavating a 
tomb in this area. They’re probably 
his men.” 

“Hunter... Hunter... I reckon 
I've read something abaht him 
recently,” said Parker, scratching 
his granite-like jaw. “Can’t remem- 
ber what, though.” 

“He has the reputation for being 
a bit of a sourpuss,” said Lady 
Penelope lightly. “Completely 
wrapped up in his work. Never met 
him myself, but——” 

“Hey, you there! What the devil 
do you think you’re doing? This is 
private land.” Unnoticed by them 
both, a tall, angular man with grey- 
ing hair had come storming out 
from behind a cluster of rocks. And 
his face was taut with anger. 

“My name’s Hunter. It’s difficult 
enough conducting a dig in these 
parts without interference from 
tourists. Now if you have no busi- 
ness here, clear out!” 

Parker’s nose twitched in fury. 
“You talk to ’er Ladyship again 
like that, and so help me, I’II——” 

“Tt’s all right, Parker.” Lady 
Penelope smiled sweetly, donned a 
pair of butterfly-winged sunglasses 


and reached for a frilly pink para- 
sol. “If Sir John’s approach to life 
is one of rudeness and ignorance 
then he is obyiously a person I pre- 
fer not to know. Drive on, please, 
Parker. We're overdue at the plant 
as it is.” 

“Perishin’ loudmouth,” muttered 
the chauffeur as he eased FAB 1 
into gear. “What ’e wants is a good 
punch up the ’ooter.”” 

“T beg your pardon, Parker?” 

“Er—nothing, M’Lady. I was 
just sayin’ you'll probably be real 
glad to see Mr. Stafford again!” 

Quickly, they drove off the main 
highway and down a rutted track 
that led to the plant. Then Parker 
frowned. “Quiet, ain’t it, M’Lady? 
I mean, look at all them construc- 
tion machines. Nobody’s doing, 
anything.” 

“Yes, I would have thought that 
on a top-priority job like this, the 
construction site would be a hive of 
activity.” Suddenly Lady Penelope 
leanéd forward. “There seems to be 
a commotion going on near the 
dome. Stop there, Parker.” 


VOICES OF DOOM 


As the Rolls slid to a halt, a 
thickset, rugged man in shorts and 
faded khaki shirt broke free from a 
circle of jabbering Arab workmen 
and strode towards them. Lady 
Penelope stepped out, frowning. 


“Hello, Max, you look upset. Is 
there anything wrong?” 

“Plenty.” Stafford’s face was 
flushed and angry. “I’m sorry, 
Penelope, but you’ve arrived at a 
bad time. The men aré refusing to 
work and I’m practically at my wits’ 
end.” 

“The afrite! We no work until 
evil afrite has been laid to eternal 
rest!” A stocky, bearded Arab 
shook his fist at Stafford’s back, and 
a growl of assent rippled through 
the crowd. 

“Hafreet? What’s a hafreet?” 
asked Parker puzzledly. 

“A-f-r-i-t-e,” spelt Lady Penelope. 
“Tt happens to be an evil demon in 


Mohammedan mythology. I don’t 
understand, Max. You mean the 
workmen think there’s one loose 
here?” 

“Yes, in the tomb of King 
Merkut II. We're digging filter beds 
near the entrance.” 

“Voices! Evil voices from the 
tomb tell us to leave or die,” yelled 
the bearded Arab. “It is the soul of 
the Pharaoh. He is angry that we 
build near his grave.” 

“Hmmm,” said Lady Penelope 
thoughtfully, “an active Pharaoh. 
Have you tried to investigate, 
Max?” 

“Of course. The men won’t go 
near the tomb, but I’ve spent the 
best part of a fortnight exploring 
the chambers . . . and heard pre- 
cisely nothing.” 

“A disembodied voice that is 
heard only by the workmen,” mused 
Lady Penelope. “Strange indeed.” 

“What are you goin’ to do, 
M’Lady?” 

“Investigate, Parker. Today. This 
very afternoon!” 

At three o’clock, equipped with 
torches and rope-soled shoes, Lady 
Penelope and her companions 
walked a quarter of a mile across 
the desert to where a vaulted arch 
flanked by carved stone hieroglyphs 


marked the only entrance to the 
tomb of Merkut II. 

Parker gestured puzzledly at the 
sunglasses still perched on Lady 
Penelope’s nose, and the parasol 
which dangled daintily from her 
wrist. “Ain’t no sun where we’re 
goin’, M’Lady. Do you want me 
tO aiet 

“No thank you, Parker, I’ll hang 
on to them if you don’t mind. At 
least for the present.” 

Inside the tomb it was cool and 
dark. Their torches beamed ahead, 
picking out wall after wall of 
painted Egyptian scenes. 

They went down cautiously, but 
no sound broke the eerie stillness 
of the burial place. The inner tomb 
was empty, apart from a raised 
stone dais at the far end. On it had 
once rested the casket containing 
the body of King Merkut. 

“You see?” Stafford shrugged 
helplessly. “Nothing out of the or- 
dinary at all.” 

“Sssh!” Lady Penelope whirled, 
head tilted listening. “That scuff- 
ling noise, did you hear it?” 


THE LIVING MUMMY 


The two men shook their heads, 
but next moment she was on her 
knees, carefully examining the dust 
of ages that lay beneath their feet. 
“These marks,” she said, pointing 
to a series of scuffed ridges that led 
to the wall behind the dais, “what 
do you make of them, Max?” 

“No idea. Could be footprints, I 
suppose, but they’re too big.” 

“Exactly what I thought,” said 
Lady Penelope softly, “which makes 
it all rather interesting.” 

Swiftly, she walked to the wall 
and examined it carefully. Half-way 
up, just above eye-level, there was a 
thin crack in one of the smooth sand- 
stone blocks. Carefully Lady Pene- 
lope inserted a finger and pressed. 

Immediately, there was a soft 
click, and a ten-foot section of the 
wall slid back on well-oiled rollers. 
Inside, standing motionless in a 
dusty recess, and enveloped from 
head to foot in strips of dirty white 
cloth, was a Mummy! 

And then, without the slightest 
warning . . . it stepped forward! 

“Go!” boomed a_ hollow, 
strangely metallic voice. “Go now. 
Leave this tomb for ever, or within 
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two days you shall die. I, Merkut, 
Pharaoh of Egypt, have spoken.” 

“Hmmm,” said Lady Penelope. 
Daintily, she stepped to one side 
and reached for her sunglasses. In 
one deft movement, the butterfly 
decoration above the lenses came 
away. A quick flick of the wrist and 
the wings were spinning viciously 
across the tomb. 

They hit the Mummy high on the 
right temple, and with a muffled 
gasp the massive figure collapsed. 

“Specially hardened alloy,” said 
Lady Penelope to the gaping 
Parker. “Produces a boomerang 
effect. Thrown correctly at the right 
spot that wafer of metal can bring 
an elephant to its knees.” 

Smiling, she turned. “Now come 
on—help me to unwrap this rather 
messy package.” 

“Stone the crows, this is a turn- 
up for the book.” Parker’s crag- 
like face went white as they quickly 
began to undo the clinging rolls of 
cloth. 


FINGER OF SUSPICION 


A final jerk, and the unconscious 
form of a tall, swarthy man in his 
thirties, rolled on to the floor. 

“Great Scott,” gasped Stafford. 
“I know this chap. His name is 
Carlos—Italian foreman working 
with that archaeologist fellow up 
the valley.” 

“Sir John Hunter?” 

“Yes, that’s the one. But what the 
dickens is behind it all?” 

“It seems obvious that the voices 
were meant to scare your workmen 


away,” said Lady Penelope thought- 
fully. “Today, he was going to 
appear dressed like this. That would 
really have made them run.” 

“Only we came along an’ ruined 
it all, eh, M’Lady?” Parker grinned 
cheerfully. 

“Two days, he said.” Lady 
Penelope twirled her parasol. “Or 
we all die. Obviously, Hunter was 
trying to scare everyone out of the 
valley within forty-eight hours. But 
why?” 

“M’Lady, I’ve got it!” Quite sud- 
denly Parker was dancing with 
excitement. “Remember I told yer 
that I’d read somethin’ abaht Sir 
John "Unter? Well, now I know 
what it was. Three years ago he ‘ad 
an accident in the Lebanon—lost 
the index finger of his right hand. 
That there geezer up the valley has 
every perishin’ finger still in place!” 

“So he’s an imposter!” Lady 
Penelope whistled soundlessly. 
“Thank you, Parker, thank you 
very much. Max—I want you to 
drag our mummified friend back to 
the camp. The sooner we pay the 
excavation a visit, the better.”” 

Within minutes, Parker and Lady 
Penelope were accelerating up the 
dusty track to the main highway. 
As they turned right above . the 
river, a glint of light from the valley 
caught Parker’s eye. 

“Somethin’ reflecting in the sun 
up there, M’Lady. See it?” i 

“Yes, probably the so-called Mr. 
Hunter watching us through binocu- 
lars. I’m afraid he must have seen 
Stafford dragging his friend Carlos 
out of the tomb.” 


At over fifty, Parker skidded past 
a boulder and headed for the col- 
lection of tents grouped near the 
base of the pyramid. And then it 
happened. There was a spluttering 
roar from behind the temple, and 
the next moment, the whirling 
black shape of a heli-jet spun to- 
wards the sky. 

Parker yelped in dismay. “We're 
too late. He’s getting away, 
M’Lady.” 

“Stop by that big white tent.” 
Lady Penelope’s voice was tense. 
“We must have forced his hand. 
Whatever plan that fiend has in 
mind, he certainly won’t wait 
another forty-eight hours. He’s put- 
ting it into operation now . . . and 
we must find out what he’s up to.” 

The interior of the tent was a 
litter of tools and papers. Hastily, 
Lady Penelope searched for the 
slightest clue that would give her a 
lead—and she found it. 

“Parker, look at this.” A tiny slip 
of paper waved in her hand. “It’s a 
formula, do you know what it 
means?” 

“A whole load of Xs, Ys, square 
roots an’ figures. Ain’t got a clue, 
M’Lady.” 

“Well, I have.” Penelope whirled. 
“These figures are precise calcula- 
tions for the setting of underwater 
demolition charges. And there is 
only one possible place in this area 
where such explosives could be 
placed.” 

“Yipes, y-you don’t mean... ?” 

“Yes, the Aswan Dam! That 
maniac is going to blow the high 
Aswan Dam into pieces an inch 
across. The entire Nile Valley will 
become a watery graveyard. So 
drive, Parker. Drive as you have 


DEADLY MISSILES 


The chauffeur accepted the chal- 
lenge with a grim, inborn dedica- 
tion. It was ninety miles to the soar- 
ing concrete wall of the dam, and 
he did it in exactly twenty-six 
minutes. 

But even so, Lady Penelope knew 
it would be touch and go. As they 
roared on to the approach road and 
screeched to a halt by the main 
pump-house, the flat-faced figure of 
the heli-jet pilot raced forward. 

“Deal with him, Parker, I must 
find Hunter before he finishes 
wiring those charges.” 

The chauffeur grinned, dodged a 
swinging iron bar, and smashed his 
fist into the pilot’s stomach. The 
man collapsed, choking for air. 
Lady Penelope, swinging her para- 
sol, scrambled over the parapet 
safety rail and peered over the edge 
of the dam itself. 

Far, far below, a torrent of water 
gushed through the sluice gates and 
poured in a dissipating stream into 
the sluggish waters of the Nile. 

“There he is, M’Lady!” Breath- 
lessly, Parker pointed to the near 
bank. “Got a frogman’s suit on. 
Must be wiring up the last charge 
underwater, at the dam base.” 

Even as they watched, the rubber- 
suited figure slipped into the foam- 
ing river and disappeared. “Right,” 
said Lady Penelope: “We'll climb 
down the inspection ladder and get 
him when he surfaces again.” 

Foot by foot, they climbed down 
the ladder which was set like a 
minute thread of silk into the soar- 
ing concrete wall of the dam. Then 
Parker yelled: 

“There ’e is, M’Lady. Surfacing 
now. And there’s a detonator box 


on the bank. Once he joins those 
wires up... boom!” 

Without a word, Lady Penelope 
turned her parasol inside out and 
quickly tugged the pink material 
from the frame. Six naked steel 
ribs pointed downwards at the 
water. 

Smiling, she twisted the handle. 
There was a faint ‘phut’, and the 
first rib flew like an arrow towards 
Hunter’s back. It hit his oxygen 
bottle and went straight through. A 
mass of bubbles foamed the water. 

Gasping, he flipped over and 
stared up. Lady Penelope fired 
again. The second dart, razor-sharp 
and propelled by a supply of liquid 
gas hidden in the handle, pierced 
his breathing tube. 

Frantically, he threshed for the 
shore. Coughing. Gasping. Splutter- 
ing in agony. For the third time, 
Lady Penelope fired . . . and the 
deadly missile smashed unerringly 
into the square black detonator box 
poised on the edge of the bank. 

“Oh, well done, M’Lady. Good 
shot! I reckon that’s fixed him once 
and for all.” 

One hour later, they arrived back 
at the construction site. Max Staf- 
ford. had notified the authorities 


ee, 


and met them with a face wreathed 
in smiles. 

“Well, we’ve discovered who our 
imposter friend is, Penelope. Papers 
we found buried near his tent told 
us the whole story. His name is Yan 
Kragor, an agent hired by Bereznik 
to sabotage the power plant project. 
The idea was to scare the workmen 
off, then drown our work for ever 
under two hundred feet of water.” 

“What happened to the real Sir 
John Hunter?” 

“Oh, yes, I nearly forgot,” said 
Stafford happily. “We found him 
tied up in a tomb near one of the 
temples. Bit bruised and hungry, 
but otherwise all right.” 

Parker laughed. “So he’s been— 
er—kind of buried in the past lately, 
as you might say, eh, M’Lady?” 

“Oh, very good, Parker. Very 
good indeed. No doubt you'll be 
leaving my employ soon?” 

“Leaving? I-I don’t understand.” 
Parker winced visibly. 

“Come now . . . anyone with a 
wit like yours must surely find a 
career on the stage!” 

The chauffeur’s hound-dog face 
reddened to the colour of a ripe 
strawberry. “Oh, come orf it, 
M’Lady . . . I was only jokin’!” 
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COMMERCIAL ABOUT IT! 


FREDERICK'S MACTE 


PERMHAPE.. BUT 1 CANT 
GUARANTEE THAT (tL BEABLE 
70 COME ALONG 70 COMB 

ANC TkIM YOUe 
OAT! 
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[FAsHION HiaToRy 12 ABOUT To 

BE MAVE ABOARV FAB 2 
WHERE LADY PENELOPE Io 
STAGING A PRIVATE SHOWING 
ON THE EVE OFA BRITICH 
FASHION WEEK ON THE 
FRENCH RIVIERA... 


20 THAT N YE6...ITEAL 
(8 THE NEW \ LIGHT AS PAPER 
WONDE | VET TEN TIMES 


LADY PENELOPE Gkores | 
HER WAY To THE CONTROL Jf 
S77 y 


«AND WEARING THE 
OUTFIT 1 THE 


SENSATIONAL NEW 
MOVEL, ANGELA 
NT. 


... PROCESS) 
FOR MAKING 
THE MATERIAL 
48 SECRET, 
KNOWN ONLY 
70 17S 
DEVELOPER, 
WN) PETER KENT. 
THiS! GARMENT 
W) 3 THE ONLY 
a 


OOH... DON'T ASK ME, 
MILADY, | THOUGHT 


JULNED OFF THE 
Zz, THIS TRIP WAS GOIN’ 


MAINS SWITCH» 


Naz AN EAD 
BASHIN' AFFALEL 


FAB 1, STORED IN FAB 2'c GARAGE HOLQ, 
GOES INTO ACTION 


BEFORE TURNING AWAY, LADY PENELOPE PRESSES A 
BUTTON, AND A RAPIO TRACKER DART FLASHES FOR ITS 
TARGET... 


rc 
FAB 1, FIRE RESISTANT AND BULLET PROOF, CLOSES INA BUT PARKER Io WRONG. 
(( : i 


WHAT SHALL 
NEDO, MIADY P| 
Za 


1 \ 


AND EMBEDS ITSELF INTHE. 
STERN OF THE LAUNCH... 


= ~ SEEING A BUTLER 7 
Ee DOES HIETTE 
\EZZA | COMPENSATIONS. 

Fam 78 NOT ALL 


A CASE OF INDUSTRIAL 
GABOTAGE AND KICNAPPING. 


NEXT MORNING, AT LADY PENELOPE'S HOTEL... 
—_——_ Tab” 


i 


AN LOL SHIN® 

\)\, Szveewae AND 
A. S2eVIN' TEA, 
be N\ WENOW! 


el 


\c 


SWITCH ON THE RADAR 
RECEIVER, PACKER, | 
PON'T THINK THE FOX 
CAN BE BASED FAR 
FROM HERE ¢ 


PARKER AND 
LADY PENELOPE 
MOVE SILENTLY. 


IVE PIEKED 
UP THE SIGNAL, 
p 7 


—- 


Ympyff 


ih 


fn 


———~. 


f 


THE PAIK MOVE TOWARPS: 
SOME FRENCH WINDOWGE... 


HER PARALYZING GUN Id INE'TANTANEOUG... a 
j YY 22 APEND SHOULD LEARN 
. 7 PUT ACTION BEFORE WORDE, 


IN Hs BUEINESS YOU SOMETIMES 
LOM T GET A SECOND CHANGE! 


THATS AS 
FAR AS YOURE 
GOING FO. 


PARKER'S SKILLED HANDS MAKE 
SHORT WORK OF THE LOCK... 


YS CAN HEAR 

KENT'S VOICE (IN 

THE NEXT ROOM. 

7 THINK ITE TIME 

WE STEPPED 
INS 


THE TRUTH DRUG 

WON'T BE NECESSARY! 

YOUR DAYS OF CRIME 

ARE OVER, MISTER 
FOX! 


ase 


WILADY. WE 
CAN GO 


ini 


UM AFRAID 


ANYWAY, THIS IS MY. 
LAET JOB .., THE ONETHAT 
WILL MAKE ME ICH FOR LIFE! 
(VE A BUVER WHO 12 WILLING 
70 PAY FIVE MILLION DOLLARS 
408 RENTS FORMULA 


= 
THEY MUST 

IE SULENCED... 
4OR GOOR! 


l 
7 THE MAKERS 
4 HAVE CALLED (7 
PENMYLONS 


FEATURING 


